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THE YOUNGROUGH RIDER TRAPPED;
OR,

A Villain's Desperate Play.
B y NED

CH APTER I.
MEETING OF OLD FRIENDS.

"By George, you can side-track me for an empty box
car and label me fo r the repair shop, if this isn't my old
pal, Ted Strong !"
The speaker was a. tall, red-haired, bland-faced, blueeyed young man.
He was faultlessly dressed with checked suit, silk, fancy
vest, light brown fedora hat and glossy patent leather
shoes.
On one finge r of the left hand glistened a large diamond
and in every particular he gave evidence of being prosperous.
The young man had been sitting in the office of the best
hotel in the mountain town of Owensville, California,
when he suddenly sprang to his feet with the exclamation
which opens this story upon his lips.
A moment before several young men, dressed neatly in
khaki, military-cut garments, ha.d entered the hotel and
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were gathered around the desk, scribbling their names
upon the register.
One of the young men had held a few words with the
clerk of the hotel, and had been handed a telegram. He
had read the telegram and written an answer to it. In
summoning the porter to carry it to the telegraph office,
the young man had turned toward the visitor in the hotel
office._
It was then that the well-dressed youth suddenly arose
and uttered the exclamation.
He had recognized the young man, who had just sent
the telegram, to be an old friend whom he had known
in the East, and he sprang forward to g rasp the hand
that was now stretched out to him.
"Well, Frank O'Melia, you are certainly the last man
I ever expected to find in this country. How are you ?
How came you to be here?"
. It was Ted Strong, the leader of the famous company
of young rough riders, who spoke, and Ted's eyes lighted
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with pleasure as he shook the hand of his old college were refreshing, and it was not long until they considered
him one of their party.
chu m, F rank O'Melia.
In a few minutes Ted Strong said: "Frank, we just
F rank O 'Melia was a rollicking. good-natured sort of
a boy, always full of fun. He was the only son of a rich got a very important telegram, which makes it imposand doting fath er, and in all his life could not remember sible for us to ~main here longer than early to-morrow
of having had a wish ungratified.
morning. We are then to start on a trip that may be
Otherwise from what migh~ be expected, under such filled with dangers and hardships, such as you are unconditions, Frank was not wild. H e did not drink'to ex- used to. ·w ere it not for that I would ask you to join my
cess and did not gamble.
band for a while, for I would like to talk over some of
He was a popular member of the best society in his the old times with you."
native town, and, at his club, was known as . the most
"That is just what I hit the trail for-to mix into something real warm and lively. I want to dance to jig time
expert member in the use of up-to-date slang phrases.
None of his slang was of the vulgar variety, however, -have a few narrow escapes. I want to go home with
and many of the phrases he originated soon came to be bullet wounds all over my carcass, one ear sewed on to my
adopted g enerally. B ~ing by nationality Irish-American, head bottom side_up, and court plaster all over my bod_x.
Frank was naturally quick-witted, and his whole nature I want to have some good, tall stories, all framed up to
seemed to be steeped in humor.
tell about the wild· and woolly W est, when I stri ke the
In answer to T ed's questions Frank said:
old boys again, and they won't believe them unless I have
"My brain case got full of cobwebs and the doctor or- some proofs . You can all shake your hands in glee, for
dered me to clean house. It was so dull in the East. that little Frankie accepts the invitation to become a rough
my skin commenced ta turn yellow, so I thought I'd take rider."
"You will have to get some different kind of an outfit
to the big hills toward where the sun gets away. Got
from the clothes you are wearing now, if you go with
here yesterday."
"Well, how do you like the W est , so far?" asked Ted.
us," remarked Ben Tremont.
"The strip I've seen is fine and rosy. But you should
"Now don't let your belts get tangled on that score,"
see me feed. I'll bet the rim around a twenty-dollar yel- returned Frank, "for I've got the whole works ready to
low boy that I have got outside of more body fu el yes- button myself into. I came out here prepared for anyterday and to-day than my digestive organ s would have thing and everything, from a circuit of the golf links to
had to wrestle with in six weeks at home."
g etting scalped by a live Indian. Come up to the room '
"You came out here for your health?"
and I 'll show you."
"Yes. The old pill-juggler I went to see, told me it
A few minutes later the young rough riders were gathwas a toss-up for me-either to pull some dough out of ered togeth er in the sleeping room of the hotel which
the money barn and hot-foot for California, or else order Frank O 'Melia had engaged, and they were standing
a wooden overcoat. I was behind with lessons on the around one of five big trunks that the wealthy young
harp, and was sure I couldn't pass an exam. for an angel's Easterner had brought with him.
degree, so I piked out here. But I didn't expect to pipe
F rom the trunk Frank was taking rifles, knives, revolvyou off so soon, although I intended looking you up before ers, gauntlets, spurs, cavalry boots and articles of every
going back. I have sat up late a good many nights, conceivable nature that he thought he might find use for
spelling out the wonderful stories of your career in the in the Vvest.
magazines and papers. Are these other fellows members
In another trunk he had a khaki suit, similar to the
of your famous rough riders?"
suits worn by the young rough riders.
"They are some of the boys," returned T ed, and then
T ed was surprised at the good taste Frank had used
he made his old friend acquainted with Bud Mbrgan, in selecting his outfit, and noted that his friend would only
Kit Summers, Bob Martin and Ben Tremont, who were need to purchase a good horse to be fitted as completely
standing a short distance away, interestedly witnessing the as could be desired , to join the young rough riders in
greeting between Ted and O'Melia.
their expected undertaking.
Frank's affable manner soon won him a good place in
T ed now remembered that, at college, Frank was conthe esteem of the young rough riders.
His witticisms sidered one of the best horsemen among the students, and

'
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he had little doubt that. witb a few days of roug hing it,
Frank would really be a valuable member of the company.
So it was decided that Frank should accompany Ted
and his young rough riders on their trip, which was to
begin the next morning.
That there should be no delay in the morning, Ted
proposed that Frank try and buy a pony somewhere in
the town that night. They decided to attend to the matter immediately after supper.
During the meal Ted told Frank about their proposed
mission, and explained about the telegram that called
them so suddenly away.
Several days previous to the time the telegram was received, Ted and his companions had just finished breaking up a band of outlaws known as .the Mojave Terrors.
This band was under the leadership of a Frenchman,
I
.
•
whose name was learned to be Frank Casse. Casse's
bandits had invaded the tow11 of Gallego. in California,
stolen a large sum of money from the bank of that town,
and had kidnaped two girls, daughters of wealthy citizens. The girls were to be held for ransom.
A young man, by the name of Leo Morrissey, had ·requested the assistance of the young rough riders to pursue
the bandits, and had accompanied Ted and his companions on the chase.
The stronghold of the bandits, which was situated in a
chain of mountains in the great California desert, was
finally reached by the young rough riders, and, after some
startling experiences, Ted had succeeded in capturing
every member of the band except Frank Casse, the leader,
and his wife. The wife had helped her husband to escape.
The details. of this pursuit of the Mojave Terrors are
familiar to those who read last week's number of THE
YouNG RouGH RIDERS WEEKLY. It was No. 52, and the
title is ;'The Young Rough Rider's Great Play; or, The
Mad Ally of a Villain."
The young rough riders had originally s rted on a
pleasure trip, on horseback, through California, and, after
rounding up the outlaws, the prisoners had been placed in
the jail at Gallego and the boys had continued on their
trip.
Arriving at Owensville, Ted had received a telegram
from Leo Morrissey, to the effect that half of the bandits
had escaped.
Frank Casse, single-handed, had broken into the jail and
released SO}l1e of his followers.
In the telegram Morrissey once more asked the as-

sistancc of the young rough riders in rccapturin;; tl1c
bandits . and T eel had wired back the following answer:
"You can rely upon the young rough riders."
O 'Melia was greatly interested in the story of the capture of the Mojave Terrors, and expressed his clelight in
the prospect of considerable excitement in the campaign
about to be commenced.
Immediately after supper Ted, Ben Tremont and
O 'Melia left the hotel with the intention of looking about
the town in the hope of finding some one who had a horse
for sale, that would meet the requirements of the young
Easterner.
Ted was the first to step out of the hotel door, and he
•
had not taken three steps from the building when he uttered an exclamation, turned quickly, and ran back toward the door.
He alm.ost jostled Frank, who had closely followed, off
his feet.
Putting his hands on the young man 's shoulders, Teel
turned Frank quickly about and hurried him back into
the hotel.
"What is the excitement all about, Ted?" asked bi;:Ben Tremont.
"Look across the road!" was Ted's exclamatory repl y.
Through a crack in the door Ben looked over Ted's
shoulder, and himself uttered an exclamation of surprise.
A saloon was directly across the street from the hotel,
and, dismounting before it, were thirteen men, who had
just ridden up.
One of the men our friends recognized as Frank Casse,
the erstwhile leader of the Mojave Terrors!

.
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CHAPTER II.
A

NIGmr's . PURSUIT.

When Ted had first caught sight of the mounted outlaws they were just pulling up in front of the s~loon
opposite, and Ted had hurried out of sight, hoping that
the bandits would not see him.
Ted had instantly recognized the handsome leader of
the outlaws, and lie knew that Casse would not halt at the
saloon if he caught a glimpse of the young rough rider.
•
Should the outlaws become alarmed and put spurs to
their horses, Ted knew that they could easily get away,
as it would take himself and his companions some time
to get their horses from the hotel stable and start in
pursuit.
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But, quick as Ted had been, he was not successful in
getting out of sight soon enough.
One of the bandits had seen him and recognized him.
The observing outlaw drew his horse up close to that
of the leader and said something in a low tone.
Ted saw Casse raise his head quickly, and glance toward the hotel, then give a quick order to his men.
Those who had dismounted sprang into their saddles
again, and Ted saw they were about to ride away.
As the outlaws began {utting their spurs to their
horses' flanks, Ted threw the door of the hotel wide
open, and sprang out on the hotel porch, a revolver ex•
tended in his right hand.
As he made this bold move three of the bandits fire'd
upon our young hero, but their bullets went wild.
At the same instant Ted's weapon was fired.
The young rough rider was a crack shot, as was proved
when his revolver spoke at this particular time.
One of the bandits gave a loud cry of pain and fell
from his saddle !
Ted had intended to aim his revolver at Frank Casse,
but several of the outlaws had ridden between himself and
the outlaw leader, making it impossible to find him with a
bullet.
Before Ted could fire another shot the bandits had
passed beyond range, and the sounds of th~ clattering
hoofs of their horses disappeared in the darkness.
By this time all of Ted's companions were gathered
upon the porch, and he told them in a few words what had
happened.
As Bud Morgan, Bob Martin and Kit Summers started
for the hotel stable to get the horses belonging to the
young rough riders, Ted and Frank started toward the
spot where the wounded bandit had fallen.
Ben Tremont started off down the road to catch the
wounded outlaw's horse. .
Ted and Frank found that the bandit was not fatally
injured, and, with proper care, would probably recover.
Just at this moment a gruff voice asked Ted: "What
\\·as that shooting? Anyone been killed?"
I
Ted glanced up quickly and saw a rough, grizzledfaced stranger standing near.
"May I ask who xou are?" asked Ted.
"I'm the sheriff," was the reply.
"Good," exclaimed Ted. "You are just the man I
wanted to see."
Then Ted told the sheriff of what had happened. The
sheriff agreed to take charge of the wounded outlaw, see

that the man had his wound properly cared for. and hold
him until Ted should return to the town, or should send
word regarding what should be done with the prisoner.
By this time Ben Tremont had returned with the prisoner's horse.
"There is a horse for you," said Ted to Frank. "It
looks like a good animal, too. The prisoner will have no
immediate use for it, and you had better borrow it, for
a while."
While Frank was in his room, hurriedly changing his
clothes and donning his khaki suit, Ben Tremont helped
the young Easterner sort out what weapons he would
want to take with him. These· weapons Ben loaded and
the~ filled Frank's cartridge belt.

In the meantime, Ted was settling the bills with the
hotel clerk, and giving directions for storing such of the
company's outfit as could not be taken with them, in their
pursuit of the bandits.
Just as he he~rd Bud Morgan's voice singing out that
the horses were all ready, a telegraph messenger appeared
at the desk with a telegram.
The message was for Ted Strong.
The young rough rider tore it open and found it was
from Leo Morrissey, and in answer to the one he had sent
Leo early in the evening.
The message read as follows:
"Am following outlaws. They are headed in your direction. Keep an eye open for them. Will arrive in Owensville to-night."
The telegram was dated from a railroad town not over
twenty miles from Owensville. Ted's telegram had evidently been forwarded to Morrissey from Gallego.
At that moment Frank and Ben
stated they were ready to start.

~remont

appeared and

T ed hastily wrote a note to inform Morrissey where
the rough riders had gone and left it with the hotel clerk
to deliver to that young man when he arrived.
A few minutes later the young rough riders had
mounted their horses and had started at a stiff pace along
the road taken, some time before, by Casse and his followers.
It was: long night's ride, and a hard one. Every few
minutes it was necessary to call a halt, and spend several
precious secortds in scratching matches for the purpose of
examining the trail, to ascertain if the hoof marks, left
by the outlaws' horses, were still to be found .

•
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Once they found that they had lost the trail, and it was right away. You have been smoking out of the wrong
necessary to go back for a quarter of a mile to find it.
pipe. Look at your transfer and see if you haven't taken
Notwithstanding these delays, the young rough riders the wrong car.''
traveled nearly forty miles before morning, and, as the
"What do you m~an ?" asked Bob.
first streaks of dayligh! appeared over the eastern moun"Why, I mean that you have slipped your trolley.''
tain. peaks, they found themselves following a trail lead"Slipped my-my-trolley?"
ing out of the western sid~ of the Sierra Nevada range
"Sure. You're adrift. Your steamer has lost its anof mountains. As it grew still lighter they saw before chor."
"Are you referring to iny very apt a d correct quotathem a wonderful valley.
The trail they were following took them down to a tion of Shakespeare?" asked Bob, with great dignity.
"No, no; not at all," came the answer. "I was referring
wide strip of table-land.
Following the hoof marks of the outlaws' horses they to the fact that you were trying to make out that Shakespeare said something which was so rotten that he would
approached to the very edge of the table-land.
They found that the edge of this high plateau was really have been hung for it in his day, had he dared to have
said it.''
· the brink of a high precipice.
Bob seemed inclined to get mad. His face grew red,
Nearly four thousand feet below could be seen the
but the hearty' laugh from the other rough riders, which
verdant bottom of the valley. ·
The valley was not over a mile and a half wide at this followed the Irishman's last sally, unnerved him. He
spot, and our friends could see clear across to the opposite saw that the sympathy of the crowd was with O 'Melia,
and held his peace.
mountain plain, very similar to the one they were upon.
A few minutes later he was chatting as blithely as any
Far away down the valley, almost out of sight, Ted's
of the party, and seemed to have forgotten all about the
eagle eyes discovered a grand sight.
Pouring over the precipice that bordered the valley, mark that had been made of him by the Irish youth.
The party stood upon the brink of the precipice for
was a large stream of water, like a silver ribbon, making
several minutes, admiring the scenery below them, when
three great leaps -to the foot of the precipice.
As Ted noted the sight he gave an exclamation of , Ted remarked :
"Well, boys, this isn't following the outlaws. Let us
pleased wonder.
"Bqys," he said, "this is the famous Yosemite Valley, see where their tracks lead to from here."
He had hardly finished speaking when there was heard
one of the wonders of the world."
the report of a rifle, and a bullet buried itself in the
"Sure?" asked Ben Tremont.
ground,
not a yard from where Ted was standing!
"Yes, for see that great fall yonder. I have heard

,

too m~y descriptions of the grand spectacle of the Merced River, falling over the perpendicular rocks into the
Yosemite Valley, to be mistaken."
"Wonderful !" exclaimed Bob Martin, swinging his
horse around. "As my old friend, Shakespeare, would
say: 'Man's feeble efforts seem like crude, unfinished
chunks of Kansas clay, when nature butts in with her
products.' "
This was the first opportunity Martin had had for
springing a Shakespeare quotation since Frank O'Melia
had joined the party, and the young Irish-American looked
at Bob in surprise. Ted n ted the fact, and could not
help smiling. He wondered what Frank :vould say, for
he knew O'Melia was not the boy to allowiranything like
Bob's misquotations to pass withoui comment.
"Say, my young scholar," said O'Melia, "have you seen
a doctor recently? If not, you had better attend to it

He looked quickly up and saw a puff of smoke hanging
over the top of the small ridge of rocks, about two hundred yards down the valley.
With rifle to his shoulder, the young rough rider stood
with eyes glued to the spot for at least two minutes, but
no human being came into sight and no other shot was
fired.

CHAPTER III.
THE

AMBUSH.

After waiting some time, in hopes that the person who
had fired the single shot would again show himself, Ted
called to his companions to remount their horses.
When all were mounted, he started his horse along the
table-land toward the ridge of rocks, from which the shot
had come.
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As they neared the ridge, they saw that there was an
opening through which they could ride to the other side,
and, as he passed through, Ted noticed that there was a
wide stretch of country in view, which sloped clown to a
•
fringe of large fir trees half a mile away. '
Just as Ted was through the opening in the ridge he
gave a shout to his companions to hurry up.
Far down the incline, and nearly to the edge of the
forest, he saw the mounted outlaws, riding at full speed
toward the trees.
"Get a move on, oys," said Ted; "we have our men
in sight."
At breakneck speed the young rough ·riders urged their
horses down the sloping mountain side, but, when they
rea~hed the fringe of trees, the outlaws were out of sight.
It was easy to trace them through the forest, however,
for the trees and bushes were close tog~ther, and the
ground was clothed with a thick growth of rank grass.
The feet of the outlaws' horses had tramped down
this grass, and numerous broken twigs and small limbs
of trees left behind the bandits a trail as plain as if they
had taken particular pains to make their route easily followed.
The young rough riders had traveled a quarter of a
mile into this forest, when Ted suddenly reined in his.
horse and motioned the rest of the company to stop.
"I don't like the looks of this," said he.
"What do yer mean?" asked Bud Morgan.
"These bandits have taken no pains to disguise their
trail," replied Ted. "They even seem to have taken pains
to break off these branches of trees and bushes, as if to
make the trail plain."
"That air is sensible talk, all right," replied Bud; "but
I wouldn't hev noticed it if you hadn't spoke of it."
"What .do you make of it?" asked Kit Summers.
"'Why, it may be that Casse is trying to lead us into an
ambush," return~d Ted.
"You are right ! Surrender ! Every hand up !"
The three sentences were spoken in a quick, decisive,
authoritative voice, and the person who had spoken arose
from a crouching position in the tall grass, directly to
the right of the young rough rider.
Every eye in the company was directed at once in the
direction from which the voice had come.
"Frank Casse !" exclaimed Ted.
"Yes, I am Frank Casse," returned the outlaw, "and
you will find, before you are through with me, Ted Strong,
that I can be a demon as well as a lamb. When I had you

in my power before, I treated you like a friend , like a guest
of my household. You returned that kindness hy putting
me out of business, by jailing all of my men. You would
have jailed me, too, had I not escaped. Now I am after
revenge. You have not long to live, and your death will
not be an easy one."
As the leader of the outlaws was delivering this somewhat lengthy speech, Ted noticed that from the other 3ide
of the company other men now arose-members•of Casse's
band.
Each man had a leveled rifle in his hand !
The young rough riders were certainly in a trap.
It looked as if they were surely in the power of relentless foes.
Besides having the ~rop on our friends, the bandits outnumbered Ted and his friends nearly two to one.
It was a serious predicament that the rough riders found
themselves in.
As the hands of the young rough riders were raised
toward heaven, Ted, in a low voice, managed to remark,
unheard by the bandits, to Bud Morgan, who was near
him : "Try the old trick with the horses."
Bud's eyes glistened as he heard the remark, and his
lips twitched, but h.e only nodded his head to assure Ted
that he had heard.
As the boys raised their hands, Frank Casse and two
other bandits came from the bushes, the bandit leader
starting directly toward Ted Strong.
When Casse had nearly reached Ted, and was about
to lay his hand upon the bridle of the young rough rider's
horse, Ted gave the animal a peculiar poke with the toe
of his boot in its ribs.
The animal swerved suddenly, as if frightened 'by the
outstretched hand of the bandit. leader.
"Whoa!" exclaimed Ted, at the same time giving the
horse's ribs another and harder poke.
This time the animal whirled clear around, and, before
the outlaw could move out of the way, Ted's horse had
raised both hind heels and planted them both against the
outlaw's shoulder.
It was a wicked kick, and it sent the outlaw leader to
the ground in a heap !
In the meantime, Bud had been using similar tactics
with his horse, and had handled the animal so that one of
the other approaching bandits had been kicked in the head
and knocked into the deep grass, insensible.
At the same moment that the horses had kicked, Ted
gave a quick command, and every member of the young

.•
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rough rider's band suddenly wheeled their horses and
started at a fast canter back over the trail they had come.
The outlaws who had not been hurt were so surprised
at the turn affairs had taken that they forgot to shoot until
the boys had started the retreat, and then the thickness of
the trees spoiled their aim.
1 The only damage done by their bullets was a scratch
upon the arm of Bud Morgan, made by a bullet which
just cut through his coat sleeve, and which barely touched
his skin.
The young rough riders retreated only a few rods, until
they came to a group of rocks rising about level with their
eyes.
There were six of these rocks, arranged in almost a
complete circle.
Into the center of the group of rocks rode the boys, and
then dismounted.
Seeing the position taken by the young men, the bandits
did not choose to9 pursue at once. They were probably
waiting until the extent of their leader's injuries were investigated.
Casse, however, could not have been hurt as much as
might have been expected, for it was soon evident that he
was talking with his men, scolding them for allowing the
young rough riders to get away, and giving them directions for making an attack.
Just what tact~s the outlaws were about to employ
could not be determined at once, but, in a moment, Ted
saw that the.y were making a wide circle toward the right,
and he cautioned his men to look well to their weapons and
see that they were in perfect working condition.

CHAPTER IV.
THE DESERTED MINE.

It soon became evident that the outlaws were intending
to make a complete circle of the position in which our
friends had ensconced themselves.
The rocks, however, made a complete circle around our
heroes, and the outlaws soon found that the defense of the
young rough riders was equally strong on every side.
Then the outlaws gathered in a bunch, as if for consulta~

tion.
A moment more the bandits began a retreat, and soon
passed out of sight.
"Hadn't we better foller 'em up?" asked Bud Morgan.
"No; wait a minute or two longer," replied Ted. "I
have an idea they are making for the top of that ridge."

7

To the right, about two hundred yards from where tl1e
young rough riders were stationed, there arose a high
ledge of rocks. From the top of the ridge, could they get
there, the bandits would be able to look right down upon
the rough riders, and pour a rain of bullets into every
corner of their position.
When he was certain that the outlaws had passed out of
sight, Ted gave orders for his men to move.
The young rough riders passed out from the center of
the circle of rocks, and took a position behind the line
of bowlders on the opposite side from the ridge.
From between two spiral points of rock, Ted took a
position where he could see the whole line of the top of
the ridge.
Here he watched, rifle in hand for quick work, for
nearly ten minutes.
Then his companions saw him suddenly pull his gun to
his shoulder and fire.
Ted had seen the head of one of the outlaws appear
above the top of the rocky ridge.
The outlaws had made a circle of the ridge, and on the
opposite side found a place where they could ascend.
Immediately following the discharge of Ted's rifle, a
shout of pain came from the direction of the ridge, and
the young rough riders knew that Ted's shot had taken
effect.
The moment Ted had fired he sprang toward his horse,
giving an order for the others to mount quickly.
"Now, after the villains!" he yelled, putting the spurs
to his horse.
Ted hoped to surprise the outlaws by a sudden attack
and put them to rout.
In this he was successful, for, as the young rough riders
rounded the end of the ridge, the bandits, now only eleven
in number, were found to be in full retreat.
As Ted caught sight of them, they were riding at top
speed into the mouth of the canyon, which started off
at right angles from the mountain ridge that bordered the
Yosemite Valley.
Into this canyon, directly ' on the heels o:f the outlaws,
dashed the young rough rider and his five followers.
It was a long and hard chase ~hat followed, but the
outlaws had the advantage of having horses much fresher
tha9 those ridden by the rough riders. All night Ted
and his companions bad ridden, while the animals of the
bandits had had several hours' rest.

In an hour this advantage became noticeable, for the
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bandits were gradually drawing away from the rough
riders.
As soon as they were out of sight in the winding canyon,
the . chances of running down the outlaws were greatly
.reduced, for there were many branching canyons, leading
off in every direction from the main one, and the rough
riders found it necessary to stop at each of these to make
sure of the direction taken by tpe party under Frank
Casse's leadership.
At noon Ted called a halt.
"There is no use for wearing out our horses in this
manner," he said, "for our chances of running the bandits
down are getting slimmer every minute."
The halt had been made near a grassy bank, bordering
a swift-running, little mountain stream. It was an ideal
camping place, and Ted propoaed to give the horses a
rest, and get a meal, before taking up the trail.
"We can follow the trail, all right," he said, "and we
have all summer ahead of us. We will go slow and sure
from now ori, and keep at it until we have Frank Cass~
and his men cornered."
After a rest of aqout three hours, the rough riders
again started on their pursuit, going moderately fast and
paying particular attention to the trail left by the bandits.
They were now following a gradual descent, and by the
middle of the afternoon they came to a place where the
canyon .opened into a wide tract of sandy plain, which
Ted knew was far below the level of the Yosemite Valley.
This tract of land was not strictly desert ·land. It was
very sandy, but there were occasional tufts of grass.
Perhaps the tract was three miles in width. On . the
opposite side could be seen th~ bordering range of mountains, and it was directly toward these distant peaks that
the hoof prints of the bandits' horses were headed.
The journey across this sand valley was necessarily
slow, fo r the horses sank above the fetlocks in the fine
sand at every step.
It was nearly dusk wh en the young rough riders at last
reached the shadows of the mountain s, on the western
border of the valley, and almost the first object that
attracted t~ e ir attention was the open shaft in the mountain side, leading to what was evidently a deserted mine.
The shaft led straight into the mountain, and, as the
young rough riders paused fo r a moment and dismounted,
they saw that the bandits' horses had been directed directly into the shaft.
L eaving Frank and Bob to g uard their horses, T ed,
Bud, Ben and Kit entered the shaft;

•

They had not proceeded more than five or six rods
when the shaft took a square turn to the right, and descended at a gentle slope.
Down this decline went the young rough riders, until
they suddenly came to a dead wall .
The shaft had come to an end !
Ih no direction but from the way they had come was
there an opening in the rocky wall.
With a flaming mat~h Ted bent to examine the ground.
Tracks of horses' hoofs were plentiful. It looked as if
a dozen horses had stood close together at the extreme
end of the passage.
"Perhaps they came in here an' then went out again,"
said Bud Morgan.
" No; they did not go out again!" replied Ted, with a
note of conviction in his voice.
"Then where in sand hill be they?" questioned Bud.
"That is for us to find out," replied Ted.

•
CHAPTER V.
A

SHOT IN THE DARK.

It was certainly a knotty problem that the young rough
riders had before them to unravel.
They had tracked the retreating outlaws into the shaft .
of a deserted mine, only to find that the passage into the
mountain was but a few rods in length, and ended in a
solid wall.
It really looked as if the bandits and their horses must
have melted into thin air.
For two hours T ed and his companions sounded every
in~h of the walls of the old mine shaft from the entrance
to the extrem e end of the passage. They were certain that
there were no hidden or secret passages.
Then the search was given up for the night. The young
rough riders decided to camp in the entrance to the mine
shaft and wait until morning, hoping that the coming of
another day would 'bring ideas that would help to solve
the mystery.
A fire was started outside of the shaft, and the horses
were staked out where they could reach the grass, which
grew in bunches upon the sandy plain.
During the afternoon Kit Summers and Ben Tremont
had shot several game birds, and the boys enjoyed an
extra fine supper.
Frank O 'Melia, in particular, seemed to have developed
an enormous appeti te. The voung Easterner did not app ear to have become as fa tigu ed by the rigorous riding
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and excitement he had been through in the last eighteen
hours as might have been expected.
During the supper Ted asked Frank how he had enjoyed the trip, so far.
When Frank had swallowed a huge piece of broiled
sage hen which he was masticating, he answered:
"This is buns and griddle cakes for ~e. I wouldn't
have missed appearing in this act for all the door admi ssions. Won't mother stare when her only gets back
home?"
"Mebbe yer won't like it so durn much when yer hev
been up against a real tough proposition. It's all been
kid's play so fer," said Bud Morgan.
"As Shakespeare would remark : 'And then , too late, he
will repent and wish he had hold of papa's hand again,' "
put in Bob Martin, without a suspicion of a smile upon
his face.
Frank dropped a chicken bone into the fire and gazed
at Martin in amazement. Then his eyes roamed about
the company. Not one of the young rough riders appeared to have heard what Martin had said.
Frank pinched himself. "Wake up, old carcass,'' he
muttered, "and take an observation. Methinks we are
in the wrong latitude."
The boys could not help bursting out into roars of
merriment.
Between Bob Martin and Frank O'Melia, the trip
promised to be a merry one, notwithstanding the serious
errand they were upon .
The boys were seated in a complete circle about the
camp fire as they ate, and they had hardly ceased laughing at the comical remarks of Bob and Frank, when they
were suddenly startled by the report of a rifle shot from
far above their heads.
At the same moment a bullet struck the center of the
camp fire; scattering sparks and burning brands in every
direction!
Of course, the young rough riders jumped quickly back,
but not until Ted had glanced quickly upward, and had
seen the heads of three of the bandits withdraw from
the ·brink of the precipice far above them.
The shot had showed the boys where the bandits were
located, but they had not yet discovered the way they had
taken to gain their position.
It was clear that the neighborhood of the camp fire was
dangerous.
With a few well-aimed kicks with their boots, Bud and
Ted kicked the burning branches of the fire close to the
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side of the mountain, and added fresh wood to make it
cont'inue burning.
It grew dark quickly from then on, and it was probably two hours later that Kit Summers suddenly uttered
an exclamation, grabbed his rifle, and stood up.
Down the sandy plain, walking parallel with the mountain range, he had seen the dusky form of a human being
approaching the camp.
Kit raised his rifle and called, "Halt!"
The shadowy form stopped immediately, and then the
young rough riders heard a plaintive, almost womanly,
voice come. from the darkness.
"Please, sirs, I am only a boy. I am in trouble, and
have been looking for a long time for some human being
to help me."

CHAPTER VI.
AN

INGENIOUS TRAP.

As T ed heard the plaintive voice in the darkness, his
heart, always as gentle as a good woman's, went out toward the wretched lad.
"Come to the fire, my boy,'' he said.
A second more the owner of the pleading voice was
standing in the full light of the camp fire.
It was a slender figi.tre that the eyes of the young rough
riders rested upon, clad in ragged clothes that seemed to
be several sizes too large for the wearer.
From beneath the tattered, old hat peeped locks of
raven-black hair. The eyes were red and swollen, as
if from weeping, and the face seemed pinched and thin.
The boy seemed _to be not over thirteen or fourteen
years of age.
As the stranger approached the fire, Ted asked, gently:
"What is the •trouble you spoke about, my lad? Perhaps
we can help you."
"Oh, if you only would, sir!"
"Well, then, tell us the story."
The story ·that the lad told was one to turn a heart of
stone, and it was delivered in such a way that any one
of the young rough riders would have been willing to have
fought the man who would express a doubt as to the
boy's truthfulness. ·
According to the boy, his mother and himself had been
captured by a band of outlaws some weeks before, and
had finally managed to escape.
With no horses, no weapons a11d no knowledge of the
country, they had wandered about the mountains for over

'
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a week, living upon what berries they had been able to table-land, at the further side of which, nestled in a niche
gather. At last, while trying to climb down a ragged of the mountain, the walls of which seemed to furnish
slope of rocks, the mother had fallen and broken her arm. two walls for the cabin, they espied a little, log and stone
With great trouble the lad had assisted his mother to house.
A dim light was visible in the one window, but no one
walk about two miles to a deserted cabin in the mountains, which they had seen that day. Then the lad had could be seen stirring within.
left his mother with a small supply of berries and had
"There is the cabi\l. There, where the light is. I hope
we are not too late to help my mother."
started to look for help.
The young lad's voice seemed to trembfe · with deep
In that unfrequented part of the mountains he had
hardly hoped to find any human beings, b~t had finally emotion as he said these words, but, had it been light
followed a sort of cartyon, until he had reached the desert enough, and had our friends been looking at the boy's
face, they would have seen a fiendish smile lurking about
plain.
In the darkness he had been attracted by the camp the corners of the youth's mouth and a revengeful gleam
fire of the young rough riders, and had dragged his feet in his eyes.
to the place in the hope of at least finding help for his
Nearing the cabin, Ted rushed ahead and opened the
door. Bud was close behind.
mother.
As the two rough riders stepped over the threshold,
When the lad had finished there were tears in Ted's
there was suddenly a terrible crash !
eyes, and he jumped quickly to his feet.
Ted glanced behind him, and saw Bud Morgan falling
"My boy," he said, "could you lead a couple of us to the
to the floor unconscious, while behind Bud's falling form
cabin in which your mother is staying?"
stood the boy who had guided them there, an uplifted
"Yes, sir," was the reply.
crowbar in his hands.
"Can you travel the distance now?"
As the men had entered the door, the boy had dropped
"Oh, yes-. I wish to get to her as quickly as possible."
behind and had picked the crowbar up from the long
"Can we ride there?" .
"Only a little of the way," was the lad's reply. "It grass, where it had probably been previously secreted.
As Ted involuntarily jumped toward his falling comwould be better to wa1k."
"All right," concluded Ted; "lead the way. Come panion, he heard a quick step in the rear.
on, Bud, you had better go ,with me, while the rest of
He started to turn about, but it was too late!
Before he could whirl around the stock of a clubbed
the boys guard the camp and wait here .for us to return."
V cry soon Ted and Morgan were following the foot- rifle, in the hands of no other person than Fr.ank cvse,
steps of the boy back along the plain, following the ir- the leader of the bandits, landed upon Ted's head, renregular line of the steep mountain side.
dering him immediately unconscious.
For about two miles they thus followed the mountains, - It was some minutes before Ted returned to consciousand then their young guide turned into a canyon and lead ness, anq then he found himself securely bound, hand and
them toward the heart of the mountain range.
foot.
Here the way seemed extremely difficult, and they saw
He heard tile voice of Frank Casse talking in another
that it would have been jmpossible to have proceeded up corn& of the room, and did not move immediately.
the gulch on horseback.
Casse's first words were:
, After going up the gulch for half a mile, the lad turned
"That was fine work that you accomplished, Marnie.
toward the left wall of the canyon and appeared about to You certainly know how to play the part of a young boy
try to scale the almost perpendicular wall.
to perfection."
As they drew clo~e to the wall, however, the rough
"Well, I ought to know how to do it by this time,
riders saw that a very narrow and dangerous ledge of Frank," another · voice was heard to say. "I was an
roi::ks started at the foot of the wall and continued clear actress long before I ever met _you."
to the top.
It was the voice of t{le person who had guided the two
Up these rocks the boy was scrambling, and Ted and rough riders to the cabin.
Bud followed as /,ast as possible.
·
Instantly it flashed upon Ted's mind that he and "Bud
At the top of the wall the men ca.me to a small, rocky Morgan had walked right into a specially contrived trap.

'
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The person whom he had thought was a boy in ~rouble
The smile had been forced, had Casse known it, but !t
was really a woman in disguise-and she had .played her looked ·natural.
part to perfection.
"You think that your friends will follow you here m
Then he knew the identity of the woman a moment time to save you?" almost shrieked the enraged villain.
later, for he heard Casse say: "Mamie, you are a wife to
"I have not said what I thought," replied Ted, quietly.
be proud of."
"I demand that you answer my question," shouted
It was but a few minutes later that Casse turned his Casse. '
attention to · his prisoners, and he found immediately that
"My friend, I am not deaf," remarked Ted.
Ted Strong had regained consciousness.
"Answer my question."
He approached our hero at once.
"What if I refuse?"
Ted saw that the leader of the outlaws had changed little
"You shall die."
in personal appearance since he had first seen him. He
At this Ted laughed. It was a natural laugh, too.
still had the same piercing eyes and the handsome mus"But you have said that I am to die, anyway. I refuse
tache, and he still wore the rich clothes that he had worrt to answer any and all questions you may ask me," said
when Ted first fell into his hands.
Ted.
But Casse did not come toward our young hero with
Ted had been lying upon the floor during this dialogue,
the_same bland smile with which he had greeted Ted when . and Frank Cass had been standing over him. As Ted
the young rough rider first found himself in the hands delivered the last sentence, the outlaw advanced and gave
of the Mojave Terrors.
our hero a hard kick with his heavy boot.
"D--n you!" he hissed. "You shall not have an easy
Casse now had a smile upon his lips, but it was a differdeath!"
ent one.
Bud Morgan had returned to consciousness just in
The smile with which he now greeted Ted was a revengeful, malicious one, and the eyes of the outlaw time to see the cruel kick delivered by Casse.
"Yer air a dirty coward !" shouted Bud.
gleamed with the fires of vengeance.
"Shut your mouth or I'll fill it full of boots!" returned
He gloated over the disarmed and securely bound young
Casse. "You can both begin saying your prayers, for, in
rough rider for several moments before he spoke, and
less than an hour, you will be ready to put on wings."
then his voice was cold an d hard.
The outlaw then started across the room and said a few
"So you would not heed my warning?" he asked, sneer. words to his wife.
ingly. "You seemed to think that you were smarter than
The woman, still dressed in her disguise ·as a boy, hasFrank Casse. Orice you succeeded in thwarting my plans,
tily left the cabin.
but that can never be again. Once, when you were in
She was gone about fifteen minutes and when she remy power, I saved your life. I gave you a hope of life.
turned she was accompanied by two of Casse's bandits.
I intended holding you for a ransom. I made a mistake.
At a motion from their leader, the men stooped and
But I will not make that mistake again. You are again
picked up the helpless leader of the young rough riders.
in my power, and I have sworn that you shall. die."
At the same moment, Casse touched a hidden spring
The outlaw paused for a moment, as if to note what in the rocky wall of the cabin toward the mountain side,
effect his words would have upon the young rough rider. and a section of the rock opened, disclosing to view a
Ted was gazing into the eyes of the band chief without room built in the mountain side beyond.
a change of countenance. Not an eyelash trembled.
Ted was carried into this room, and he saw at once that
"Ah ! You seem to think that your usual good luck it was devoid of furniture.
A dingy lantern, hung in the wall, shed a dim light
will stay by you. Because you have had many narrow
escapes, and have always succeeded in cheating death, you over the room, and at one side Ted saw a large, iron water
do not fear my threats. But I will show you. You shall pipe entering the room through the stone watl.
not see the light of another day!"
As Ted was laid, not too gently, down upon the rock
1

Casse was looking straight at Ted as he made these
remarks. and, as he concluded, he was amazed to see a
smile spread across the features of the young rough rider.

floor of this room, he noticed that the crowbar with which
Frank's wife had felled Bud Morgan ha.d been placed m
one corner of the room .

.
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Ted was not long left alone, for very soon Bud Morgan
was brought into the room and laid beside him upon the
floor.
The bandits then retreated, and a second later the boys
heard a sharp click and knew that the rock connecting
their new prison with the cabin had been closed.
As the rock clicked shut, Bud Morgan rolled over toward his friend, and with a great effort cut the bands that
held Ted's hands.
"Where did you get the knife?" asked Ted, in surprise.
"I managed to grab it in my teeth," replied Morgan,
"out of one of ther fellers' belts, jest as he laid me down.
Then I rolled over quick, ter hide it."
"Bully for you!" said Ted.
His hands now being free, it took but a moment for
Ted to free Bud Morgan, and the two ough rider.s were
soon on their feet and examining their priso~.
"This ain;t no chicken house of a place ter get out of,"
remarked Bud Morgan, as he made an examination of
the walls.
"No," replied Ted; "it's good and strong, but I have a.
hope of working through the wall somewhere. The villains, probably unintentionally, left a crowbar behind."
"By gosh, thet's so," exclaimed Bud, making a bee line
for the corner of the room.
Bud suddenly halted in the middle of the room, however.
His ears had caught a great rumbling sound, seemingly
coming from the heart of the mountain. ·
"Great lizards!" he exclaimed. "Say, Ted, do yer hear
thet?"
Ted nodded.
"What do yer s'pose it is?" asked Bud.
Bud required no answer from Ted, for at that moment
a large stream of water came pouring into the room
•
through the large, iron pipe in the wall!
"Great scorpions !" Bud exclaimed. "I see ther plan of
tpet French de~il now. He wants ter drown us like rats in
er hole."
As the water began flowing into the room, Ted became
suddenly active. .
"Hurry up, Bud!" he called out. "Stop up that pipe, if
you can."
As Bud sprang toward the pipe, Ted grabbed the crowbar and began poking the walls of the prison.
The water was flowing rapidly into the room, and was
soon a foot de~p all over the floor.

Great beads of sweat started out upon the face of Bnd
Morgan as he fruitlessly endeavored to stop up the pipe.
The water had a tremendous pressure, having come
from a reservoir much higher up in the mountain' than
where the cabin was located.
It dropped with such force that Bud could not hold
his hand under the pipe, much less force anything into it.
Up, up, up, higher and higher, rose the water. It was
up to their knees now.
Ted, with the crowbar, worked like a demon.
Perspiration rolled out of every pore in his body.
At last, in very weariness, Ted drcpped the crowbar
from his hands and leaned for a moment against the wall,
all but unconscious.
Then with a mighty effort he aroused himself, and
saw that his last few strokes with the crowbar had made
an impression on the stone wall. He had been working
on the side toward the cabin.
Every moment the rushing waters were rising higher
and higher.
Ted again seized the crowbar, and dealt the wall another succession of smashing blows !
Suddenly, as he gave a stronger poke than usual, his
heart leaped with joy, for the iron bar had almost slipped
from his hand.
It had penetrated the stone wall!
A huge flake of rock had become dislodged, and with
another hard thrust the piece of rock fell away and the
surging water began to flood the cabin in which the two
rough riders had been captured.

CHAPTER VII.
RUNNING THE GANTLET.

and Bud Morgan were now in no danger of drown,
.ingTed
.
The hole which Ted had made in the stone wall wa~
larger than the pipe through which the water was entering the room, and they could see that ~he water in the
room was gradually lowering.
But they were far from out of danger.
They were still prisoners.
In front of them was the cabin, and tfiey could hear
voices above the roar of the water that told them that
their enemies were not far away.
They were unarmed, and, were they out of the flooded
room in the side of the mountain, they would still be unable to fight the bandits or defend themselves.
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The hole in the stone wall, through which the water was
now finding ~n outlet to the cabin, while large enough to
carry off the flood of water, was not large enough to
permit the passage of a human body.
Still that seemed to be the only passage through which
our friends could hope to escape.
Turning these facts over in his mind, Ted determined
to make the hole larger, c,nd set at once to work again with
the crowbar.
It was tedious and laborious work, and Bud soon offered to "spell" his companion.
Taking turns . the two men worked with the crowbar
for fully an hour before they finally decided that the hole
was large enough to admit the passage of their bodies, one
at a time.
"Shall we make a rush for it?" asked Ted, finall~.
"Jest as yer say," answered Bud. "I'll foller wFierever
yer leads ther way."
"All right; I know you are dead game clear through,
Bud; but do you think that is the best move we could
make?"
"They don't seem to be no other chance, do they, Ted?"
asked Morgan.
"I guess not," re~lied Ted. "Well, here goes!"
•
As he spoke, Ted suddenly threw himself upon the
floor, lying at full length in the foot of water that remained in the room.
He lay a moment at full length upon the floor, facing
the hole, through which the water ~as pouring from the
room.
To pass through the hole, the young rough rider would
be obliged to immerse his head.
Ted took a long, deep breath, and then squirmed toward the opening.
Bud was close behind him, and the nex.t minute both
rough riders were standi11g up in the cabin.
They were alone and in darkness.
When the flood of waters rushed into the cabin, Frank
Casse, his . wife and the two bandits must have beaten a
hasty retreat.
But the outlaws were not far away, for their voices,
commenting upon the breaking loose of the waters, could
be heard in front of the cabin.
The door of the cabin was open, and the water was
rushing over the thre ~hold in a current that would almost
take a man off his feet.
As Frank stumbled across the room, his hand touched
the edge of a table.

/
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Feeling over the surface °'the table, he rejoiced at finding that his belt, containing his knives and revolvers, as
well as cartridges, all intact, had been left lying upon the
table by the outlaw chief.
Buckling his belt to his waist, he made another survey
of the table and found Bud Morgan's belt and weapons,
all but his knife.
Bud's knife was missing, but the scout was not without
a blade, for he still had the one he had so deftly stolen
from the outlaw.
The rough riders felt that they had a new lease of life:
when their fingers fondly grasped their weapons once
more.
The prospect for getting away from the outlaws was
still slim, but their prospects had grown much brighter
than they were before their weapons had been found.
Listening for a moment to the sounds of the voices of
the outlaws, so as to be posted as to the location of their
foes, Ted, followed by Bud, suddenly made a dash through
the door, firing their weapons as they passed the threshold!
Ted had resolved to run the gantlet!
It was a desperate chance, but absolutely the only one
open to the rough riders.
The darkness was somewhat of a protection, but not
much, as it was just beginning to get daylight.
The first shots fired by Ted and his companion had
been in the air, and were fired more to surprise and rattle
the outlaws than to do any mischief.
But Ted fired a second shot as he reached tpe open air.
This ~hot was directly toward one of the bandits, who
stood directly in the young rough ri1er's path.
As the bullet was sent on its mission, the bandit at whom
Ted had aimed fell dead to the ground ! The bullet had
t
taken him square between the eyes' !
At the same instant, Bud Morgan's revolver had also
spoken a second time, but his aim was poor and the shot
went wild.
Ted sprang forward again, after his second shot
He had not taken five steps when, right before him, out
of the darkness, stepped Frank Casse, the bandit chief,
each hand stretched out toward the young rough rider.
And in each hand was a cocked revolver!
"Stop! Stop, or die!" commanded Casse.
Frank did not for a second stop his flight. With a great
bound he reached Casse, and, as the fingers of the outlaw
leader pulled the triggers of his revolvers simultaneously,
almost in Ted's face, the young rough rider reached out
his free hand, his fist tightly clinched.
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Ted's closed fist landed right between the Frenchman's
eyes, and Frank Casse fell like a log!
There was the sound of but one report, for both of
Casse's revolvers exploded at once, and two holes were
made by the bullets in the rim of Ted's sombrero.
Without stopping to note hew seriously he had injured
Casse, Ted continued his retreat, closely followed by Bud.
On across the rocky plain they ran, and, as they pushed
on over the route they had taken to reach the cabin, several hours before, six or seven shots from the remaining
bandits flew after them.
They were now protected to a greater extent by the
darkness, however, and every shot went wild.
Teel intended to make directly for the place where he
had left his companions, at the edge of the sandy plain
and near the entrance to the deserted mine shaft, but something happened before himself and Bud had reached the
gulch, that made it necessary for him to change his mind.
As they were retreating rapidly down the trail toward
the gulch, Ted heard several shouts directly ahead.
The shouts came from other members of the bandit
company, and they were asking their friends at the cabin
what was the cause of the shots.
"The prisoners have broken away! They are coming
your way-straight toward the gulch ! Head them off!"
These were the answering shouts coming from the lips
of Frank Casse, who had apparently quickly recovered
from Ted's assault.
The rough riders suddenly found themselves between
two fires!

,

CHAPTER VIII.
THE

OLD

CRATER.

As the rough riders heard the shouts of the bandits and
realized that they had foes both in front and behind, they
naturally paused for a moment to collect their thoughts
and think of some way of eluding their foes.
In the darkness they could see no way of escape. The
rocky plain was not wide-hardly wider than a good carriage roadway.
It was bordered on either side by tall, perpendicular
walls of smooth rocks.
They were about halfway between the cabin and the
gulch when they paused, and they could now hear the
footsteps of the outlaws, as the hea;y heels of the men's
boots clicked against the rocky floor of the barren plain.
Suddenly Bud pulled Ted's sleeve.

"There be some big rocks over ter the right, here,.
pard," he said.
It was true. There were several large bowlders rising
from the ground and standing out a few yards from the
rocky wall.
Behind these the two rough riders crept, with an idea
of using the bowlders as breastworks in case they were
obliged to defend themselves.
They hoped, however, that the bandits, coming from
the direction of the gulch, would pass by them and continue on toward the cabin.
In this they were disappointed, for it happened that
the two parties of Casse's men met directly opposite the
rocks behind which our friends had taken a stand.
They could hear the bandits conversing together.
"Where could they have gone?" they heard Frank Casse
exclaim.
"They wa'n't no fellers passed by us," said one of the
bandits who had come from toward the gulch.
"You are all fools !" the leader finally exclaimed. "But
they must be somewhere around here, and we'll get them
yet. That Ted Strong must die!"
"What's ther matter with their bein' back of them rocks
there?"
The question came from another of Casse's men.
It was fast growing daylight now, and the outlines of
the rocks behind which our friends had hidden could be
plainly seen by the bandits.
"Certainly; of course, that is where they are!" exclaimed Casse.
·
Just as Casse had ordered his men to make an advance
toward the big bowlders, Bud Morgan, who had been
standing with his back agai111st the mountain wall, gave a
grunt of srirprise.
His shoulders had been resting against a piece of rock
that jutted out from the wall, and he had suddenly pressed
back against the rock with considerable force.
His grunt of surprise had come when he suddenly found
that a huge section of what seemed solid rock J:iad swung
inward, disclosing to view a large cavity in the mountain
side.
Ted glanced around as he heard Bud's low exclamation.
"Into the cave, quick!'' the young rough rider exclaimed.
With two bounds. Ted followed Morgan into the cave
and then helped Bud swing back the large slab of rock,
which formed the door to the hidden cave.
When the rock swung back into its regular place, the
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rough riders were surprised to find that there was a small
crack in the rock, through which they could see the large
bowlders behind which they had just been hiding.
Watching through this crack, Ted saw the bandits come
behind the bowlders, and then he heard them report to
their leader that the rough riders were nowhere in sight.
It was evident that the outlaws had no knowledge of the
hidden cave, and Ted could not help giving a sigh of satisfaction when he found that their hiding place was not apt
to be discovered immediately.
While Ted had been watching the actions of the outlaws through the small crack in the all, Morgan had
been doing some exploring in the back of the cave.
Now the older man came forward with the surprising
information that it was not merely a cave they were in,
but a long, wide but natural passage into the mountain that
they had discovered.
"Have you any idea where the passage leads to?" asked
Ted.
"No," was the reply. "It's too durn dark ter tell, but I
opine it goes right down inter the heart of the mountai1i."
"Well, there is no use staying caged up here," replied
Ted. "Casse and his men will keep searching for us for
an hour or more, anyway. We might as well put in our
time exploring this passage ; eh ?"
".You bet," was Bud's reply. "No tellin' what we rbay
run across thet will be a help fer us later."
"I only wish we had a _pine knot or something for a
torch," said Ted. "It wil! 'be rather unsatisfactory knocking around this rocky passage in the dark, and I haven't
any too many matches."
"Durn me fer an old fool !" ~xclaimed Morgan, sud·
denly.
"Why, what's the matter now?" asked Ted
· "Why, here we be gropin' aroun' in the devil's darkness,
an' me with two whole candles in my coat pocket!"
"You have two candles?" asked Ted, eagerly.
Bud was feeling through his pockets by this time, and
finall y announced that he had found the two candl(!S, but
that one of them wa11 broken into two unequal parts, while
nearly a third of the other one was smashed too much to
be of use.
Then came a trial of lighting matches. One after an~
other of Ted 's supply was tried and throwrt away as useless. His drench in the water had' spoiled his matches.
Bud came fo r ward ag ain vvith an expedient in the shape
of a fl int and steel, which he dug up from an inner pocket.
In a few moments the end of one of the candles had
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been lighted, and, as the rough riders glanr.ed around, they
saw that the cave in which they were standing was indeed
a roomy one.
The cave proper extende~ several rods into the face
of the mountain, and then to the right they found a wide,
high passage leading off diagonally down and into the
mountain.
The descent was gradual, and the floor of the passage
was almost as smooth as a city pavement.
Along the floor T~d noticed many plftces where pieces
of upshooting rock had been chipped away.
The walls and ceiling of this rocky cavern were rough
and natural.i but it was evident that the hand of man had
been instrumental in smoothing the floor.
As the passage descended into the mountain, they found
it to be winding, and the descent was so gradual that a
team of horses could have easily hauled a light wagon up
the passage.
Down the passage Ted and his companion traveled for
more than half an hour, without finding a break in the
wall, a widening of the passage or an obstruction in their
way.
Suddenly Ted gave an exclamation of surprise, for
far below them he saw a ray of light slanting into the
passage.
•
The two rough riders quickened their
pace, and in ten
minutes had descended to where the sunlight was flickering upon the rocky walls and floor of the cavern.
They fully expected to find themselves in tl1e open air
on reaching the spot.
As they stepped out of the passage, a grand and wonderful sight met their eyes !
They found themselves in a large cavity of the mountain!
On every side, stretching high above them for hundteds
of feet, were perpendicular walls of rock, almost conelike in shape. while at the top was a circular opening
through which they could see the blue sky and the shining sun.
"An old crater!" exclaimed Ted, gazing about
"I reckon that's jest what it be," returned Morgan.

•

CHAPTER IX.
BEN TREMONT'S DISCOVERY.

After Bud Morgan and Ted Strong :-."d left their companions to go with the supposed boy to assist his mother,
Ben Tremont took command of Ted's company and ar-
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ranged a shift of watches for guarding the camp during don't need to think so just because you're cracked!" exclaimed Bob.
the night.
This created a laugh, for it was an unexpected deHimself and Bob Martin were to remain on guard during the fir~t half . of the night, and Ben Tremont and parture for Bob, It was expected that he was corning
Frank O'Melia were then to be awakened to remain on back at Frank with another alleged quotation from Shakl':speare ..
duty until morning.
O'Melia was just starting to say something as Bob
The young rough riders did not know at just what time
Martin
started his "come-back" at him, and now Ben Tretheir young leader and Morgan would be apt to return,
and at daylight they were not surprised that they had not mont asked : ·
"What were you starting to say, Frank?"
got back.
Ben thought that O'Melia was about to make a re"No telling what condition Ted may have found the
I
woman in," said Ben. "He may have found her too weak mark that bore up 1 the discovery of the chasm-a theory,
to move. We will probably hear from him before noon, perhaps, to account for the mystery, but he was mistaken.
"Just talking to myself," Frank answered, "and held
and I guess we had better stay right here until we do."
the
receiver too close to my ear. But open the lid and
So saying, Ben began doing his share of the work tolet me look in. What's your think on this proposition?
ward preparing breakfast.
After the meal was finished Ben suddenly took it into Who put the hole in the floor?"
"It's a mysterY. too deep for me to solve," replied Ben.
his head to once more visit the interior of the old mine
"Well, let's throw Shakespeare's press agent into the
shaft. He could not drive from his ·mind the mystery of
hole
and find out how deep the old well is !" exclaimed
where the outlaws had so suddenly disappeared, after
riding, or leading, their horses up close to the blank wall. O'Melia, suddenly grabbing Bob around the 'Yaist.
Bob was one of the strongest members of the young
As Ben entered the mine. shaft he thought he heard the
sound of gurgling water, but the sound was so indistinct rough rider's company, and like lightning he turned and
had wrapped his arm about Frank's neck.
that he soon dismissed it from his mind.
O'Melia also struggled, but he soon saw that the young
As he . ared the end of the shaft, he was walking
rapidly, but suddenly stopped short with an exclamation giant whom he had tackled was too much for him to
handle.
that speedily brought his companions to the spot.
"I'll cash in, Bob," he called out; "you can take the
Ben had halted upon the very brink of a yawning
pot!"
chasm! 1
"Bit off a little more than you could chew that time,
_ Another step and he would have plunged, no telling
eh?"
inquired Martin, as he laughingly released the Irish
how far, down into the dark and dismal pit!
The young rough riders could hardly believe their eyes boy.
"Perhaps I did," returned Frank, as quick as a flash,
when before them they saw a yawning chasm, where, the
"but you didn't find me fool enough to try to swallow it,
evening before, had been seemingly solid ground.
did
you?"
"Will somebody kindly reassemble my parts?" asked
"Well, fellows, let's cut out the fooling and try and
O'Melia. "I've seen Kellar make orange trees grow up
out of Japanese tea cups, but I'm willing to wear a barrel solve this mystery," said Ben Tremont. "I believe this is
to a dance if any of you cow teasers will tell me how a an important discovery. It may show us how the bandits
mad~their way out of here, but it hardly seems possible
hole like this came to grow here in one night."
that
they could 'h ave taken their horses down into that pit."
"As my old friend, Shakespear~, once said: ''Tis pass-.
"But there was no hole there last night?" put in Kit.
ing wonderful. Where once mine eyes beheld nothing but
"Well, have you any theory concerning this mystery?"
solid rock, I now see a big hole in the ground,' " slipped
asked Ben of his companions in general.
in Bob Martin.
Nearly all the forenoon the yqung rough riders talked
"I'm glad to note that you really know a hole in the
ground when you see one," jested Kit Summers.
and speculated over the mystery. Finally Ben Tremont
"It's a wonder he didn't take the hole for an Indian e~claimed:
mound, or' a statue, or something,'' said O'Melia.
"Boys, get all your lariats and tie them together. I am
"You are not the only stone in the crusher, and you going to let you lower me down into that hole. I will

.

-
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least, perhaps,
find out how deep it is and what is at the
\
bottom of it."
Ben's direction was quickly complied with, and in a few
moments the young rough riders entered the mine shaft
and began lowering Ben Tremont into the hole.
Foot after foo t of the strong, buckskin rope was let out,
gntil about twenty yards had passed through their hands.
T hen they heard a muffled voice from the inky darkness
below say : "All right, boys; I have struck bottom. Ease
up on the rope and keep it hanging until I give the word
to haul away."
For half an hour the boys waited to hear from their
companion in the hole, and then they heard his voice again.
"Are you still there ?"
"Yes," they answered.
" I have discovered a passage through the rocks and
am going to explore it.

Don't worry if you don't hear

from me fo r an hour."
"All right ; we'll listen for you to get back," was the
reply of Kit Summers.
It was nearer an hour and . a half than an hour when
the young men who were gathered around the pit heard

.

Tremont's voice again, and then they heard a command to
" Haul away !"
Gradually, hand over hand, they pulled in the lariat,
until just below them they fin ally saw the wide sombrero
of their companion appear in view.
In another moment the man at the end of the lariat
scrambled over the edge and to the solid rock.
Standing quickly up, he thrust out his hand to Kit Summers and inquired :
"Well, K it, did you begin to expect I was never coming
back ?"
Kit nea rly dropped to the ground in astonishment.
T he voice he had heard was not the voice of Ben Tremont.
It was not Ben whom they had hauled from the hole,

but their young leader, T ed Strong !
"vVhere in the dev--" Kit started to say, but was
interrupted by Ted.
"All in good time, Kit. Just now you had better send
that lariat back dow n the hole, for Bud Morgan and Ben
Tremont are both below and are probably anxious to
get up here with the rest of us."

CHAPTER X.
A

NATURAL

E LEVATOR.

As T ed and Bud 1forgan passed out of the long descenJ ing passage leading through the mountain from
the rocky plateau where the cabin was situated, into the
bed of the old crater, they saw that there were several
other passages, similar to the one they had been in, leading
off into the sides of the mountain in various directions.
Passing across the crater bed, T ed discovered that there
were hoof marks in the dust which had settled in the
crater.
The hoof prints showed that a number of horses had
recently passed along the crater, coming from a passage
to the left and entering a passage to the right.
"Bud," exclaimed Ted, after a careful examination of
the l]oof prints, "those marks were made by the horses
of Frank Casse's band!"
"Air yer sure?" asked Bud.
" I'm certain about it," replied the young rough rider,
"for if you will notice you will see that one of the horses'
hoofs left a very irregular mark, as if a piece of the hoof
had been chipped off in .front."
" So there be," said Bud, after a careful examination
of a particular hoof print that Ted had pointed out.
" Well," continued Ted, "I noticed that circumstance
before when we were following the hoof prints of the
outlaws."
"Then yer must be right, Ted. Shall we £oiler these
tracks?"
" I think it will be a wise move to try and ascertain how
the bandits got into the mountain first," replied Ted. "By
following the tracks in the direction from which they came,
we may be able to solve the mystery of how the tracks
suddenly disappeared in the old mine shaft."
After a cursory examination of the cave formed by the
extinct volcano, T ed and his companion entered the passage from which the horses had entered the crater.
They had proceeded but a few steps when they found
that the passage made a steep decline.
Down they followed the passage until they found themselves at least fifty-five or' sixty feet below the level of the
crater bed. Here they were surprised to find that the floor
of the passage was covered by about fo ur inches of water.
H ere, however, the passage no longer descended, but
made a direct turn toward the left and continued at a level.
As Bud and T ed splashed along in the water, they
•
heard a sound from somewhere in front of them.

They, stop~d and listened.
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Splash ! splash ! splash v
Some one was in the passage, coming directly toward
them.
With drawn weapoos, Ted and Bud stood still and

The floor seemed composed entirely of solid rock !
"What in sand hill--" Bud started to exclaim, but he
was interrupted by Ted.
"Boys," said Ted, "I believe that the mystery is at last

awaited the approach of the coming person. The man explained."
"You have arrived at a conclusion?" asked Ben Trethey were awaiting soon came in sight, and then T ed
uttered a quick exclamation and started forward.
mont.
\
' "Yes; I .believe that we have discovered a natural eleHe had recognized the person who was splashing along
vator."
toward them to be Ben Tremont I
"A natural elevator?" chorused several voices.
The three rough riders, when they met, compared notes
"How could that be?" asked Kit Summers.
and then they continued on along the passage, Ben TreThen Ted told them his idea of the matter, and, later, it
\ nont turning back with Bud and the young leader of
was discovered that in nearly every particular Ted's soluthe rough riders.
tion
of the mystery was correct.
Coming to the place to which Ben had been lowered
"At the bottom of the shaft we found several inches
by his companions, T ed tied the rope around his own waist
and then gave Ben an order to instruct the boys above of water, and in the passage leading down frotn the crater
to "Haul away."
bed I noticed evidences of water having recently receded,
The boys had discovered how the outlaws had fo>und a showing that the water must have raised and fell back
way into the mountain with their horses, but the mystery again. I believe that work on this deserted mine was
of how the horses had been lowered to the passage below discontinued on account of the water rising and falling so.
In sinking the shaft, which is probably located just below
was yet unsolved.
When Ted's party had all beeI,J. gathered together again the rocky floor at the end of this approaching passage,
at the entrance to the shaft of the deserted mine, Ted told the miners had probably cut deep around the edges, and
his companion~ of the trick that had been played upon the rising water had forced the last thin layer of rock
..
himself and Bud by the alleged boy, who was really the loose and carried it to the top of the shaft, as you now
find it."
wife Of Frank Casse.
"But there should be some cracks around the edges of
He also informed them of their narrow escape, the finding of the entrance to the secret passage, the discovery that layer of rock, if your theory is correct," put in Ben
of the old crater, and all their experiences up to their Tremont.
"There is a crack .across, the passage !" exclaimed Kit
meeting with Ben Tremont.
Then he proposed that a meal be prepared. Himself Summers, who had been minutely examining the floor.
"Yes, I discovered that when I first formed my theory,"
and Bud had had nothing to eat .since the previous night,
and the other young rough riders had been too busily en• said Te.1 . "That crack must form the inner edge of the
flat rock which composes the floor of the natural elevator.
gaged to think of getting dinner.
It was now nearly dark, and by the time supper had The other edges tnust lap under the walls of the passage."
"But how do yer account fer the ri se and fall of ther
been prepared and eaten it was quite dusk.
Ted decided to take one more look at the end of the water?" asked Bud Morgan.
"I can now think of but one way to account for that,"
mine shaft before turning in for the rest he so much
replied Ted. " It is possible that there may be some unneeded.
He had entered the shaft and had been oul of sight from derground connection between the wa.ter under this mounhis companions for about two 'minutes, when they sud- tain and the P acific Ocean."
"I'm wise!" suddenly exclaimed O 'Meli a. "You were
denly heard him calling for them to come into the shaft.
about
to pipe off that the ups and downs of the water here
T hey soon joined him, and an astonishing sight met
are caused by the rise and fall of ·the tide in the big
their gaze I
drink."
In the place where the big hole had been, no opening
I

was now visible I
T he mine shaft was the same as it had first appeared to
them!

-

"You are right," answered Ted. "That is my theory ;
but there may be some other explanation for the water
thus rising and falling."
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"Then, according to your theory," asked Kit Summers,
"in a certain length of time this rocky platform, forming
the floor of the elevator, will drop gradually to the position
in which you found it when you approached from the
crater?"
"Exactly," replied Ted; 'and I figure that the outlaws
rode their horses right'orito the platform and sank with it
to the bottom, then rode off into the passage leading to
the crater. From the crater we could see that their horses'
hoof marks went into another passage, which we have not
yet explored. We will probably find that this latter passage leads to some plateau above, which has some connection with the rocky ledge where the cabin is located."
"Well, what do you propose for the next move?" asked
Bob Martin.
"The elevator will probably not begin to descend until
near morning," said Ted. "I propose that we get a good
night's rest and be ready with our horses to take a ride
when the tide goes out. We will force our way to where
the outlaws are camped."

CHAPTER XI.
THE MOUNTAIN RECLUSE.

It was not yet daylight when Ted Strong and his companions were stirring about, preparing to take advantage
of the fall of the natural elevator to gain the interior cf
the mountain caverns with their horses and all their accouterments.
The horses were saddled, the camping necessities packed
away, and just before the break of day the young rough
riders mounted their horses and rode into the mine shaft
and upon the rocky platform.
They had not long to wait when they noticed that they
were slowly descending to the depths beneath.
Ted had at least worked out a part of the mystery of
the old mine shaft correctly.
The descent was slow, but at length the young rough
riders were able to ride off from the elevator and into
the passage leading to the old crater.
Ted rode in the lead, followed by Bud, and, after reaching the crater, he deemed it advisable not to at once start
with the horses up the passage taken by the outlaws.
He decided to hide the animals in one of the branching
passages, and first explore the passage taken by the bandits on foot.
The young rough riders accGrdingly dismounted and
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led their horses into the passage from which Bud and Ted
had first entered the crater cavern.
Then, after looking well to their weapons, they followed
their young leader into the passage where the hoof prints
of the bandits' horses led.
·
As Ted had expected, it was found that the passage
soon took an upward ascent, much steeper than the passage the young rough rider and Bud Morgan had explored
the day before.
Up and up climbed the boys, until they at last came
to a place where there opened a branch passage, considerably smaller than the one in which they were traveling,
which led off in a diagonal direction to the left.
Telling his companions to wait where they were for a
few minutes, Ted entered the smaller avenue for the purpose of making a superficial examination.
The young rough rider hardly expected to discover anything of particular importance in the passage he had just
entered, but had taken the chance, because of his natural
habit of making a thorough business of everything he undertook.
Ted had gone ten or twelve rods down the smaller passage without seeing anything _more thari might be expected, and he was just about to turn back to join his
companions, when his quick ear caught the sound of a
human voice.
The voice was heard but faintly, as if muffled by intervening walls. No words could be distinguished, but Ted
knew that the persol'l who was speaking was either in the
passage he was following, or in som~ cave adjoining 1t,
and further beyond where he had penetrated.
He listened for a moment until the sound of the voice
suddenly ceased. Then he hurried along in the direction
from which the sounds seemed to have come.
He went several rods further before he again heard the
v01ce.
The voice was now plainer, but no words could be made
out.
At the same moment that the noise of human utterances
was heard the second time, Ted espied a light in the passage ahead. The light shone out into the passage as from
a door or opening in one of its walls.
Quickly, but noiselessly, Ted darted forward and soon
approached what he made out to be a door in the side
wall of the passage, leading to another passage or to a
room to the right.
Now he could hear the voice distinctly, and the words
,w ere audible.
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Ted recognized the tone to be that of Frank Casse, the rider sprang into the room and with one bound reached
bandit chief!
the bandit's side.
"Don't tell me again, you old fossil, that you Jost your
Ted's fist shot straight out from the shoulder and landed
mon,.ey ! I am not a fool. Give it to me, and J will set you directly upon the outlaw's cheek.
free to go where you will. If I find it without your help,
Frank Casse went down as if he had been struck with a
I will see that your throat is cut from ear to ear!"
-•
battering-ram!
Those were the first words Ted heard. Then a feeble
Ted stooped to tie the villain's hand with a cord he had
taken from his pocket, when he was arrested by the voice
voice, as from an old man, replied :
"Frank Casse, would you kill your o~ uncle in cold of the old man :
"Hold! I will not have my nephew bound!"
blood-your father's brother-the man who furnished the
As Ted looked up he found himself looking directly into
money to give you an education, who sent you through
college, who clothed you while there, and who afterward the barrel of a large horse pistol in the hand of the old
man.
gave you a start in life such as few men have had?"
"Do you intend to shoot me after I have come to ypur
"Oh, cut it out ! I am not here to listen to any sermons.
You didn't miss the money you spent on me. What I rescue ?" asked Ted.
want is money riow, and I w<µlt it bad. I am in a bad
"No; I will not shoot you i~ you will step aside and let
fix. I know that you have somewhere in this mountain my nephew rise to his feet."
hidden' untold wealth. That is why I came here-to get
"Let me disarm him first, then," said Ted.
money. You refused to give it to me at first. Now I am ·
"I will grant you that privilege," returned the old man,
obliged to force you to dig it up."
"but you must not harm my nephew. If you attempt to
Ted had now crept so closely to the door that he could
do so I will shoot."
see into the room beyond.
Ted took the revolver and the knife from the sash about
His eyes first rested upon an old man, seated in one
the outlaw's waist, finding them to be all the weapons on
corner of the room, upon a pile of blankets. He was thin
Casse's person. Then he stepped back and allowed the
and apparently quite feeble. His hair was snow-white and
bandit leader to rise. All the time the dangerous weapon
Jong and shaggy, while a Jong beard, streaked with gray,
in the hands of the old man, was covering him.
fell nearly to his waist line.
"Now, Frank, you had better get away as quickly as
Bis fingers trembled as with the palsy as he looked up
can," said the old uncle. "I will see that this man
you
into the scowling face of the man he had termed his
nephew, and tears were rolling down his furrowed cheeks. does not follow you for some time."
Casse backed toward the door, an unutterable look of
"Frank," he said, "your greed for wealth has been your
hate
in his eyes as they rested upon the face of the young
ruin. If you will promise to forsake your evil ways, I will
give you a new start in business. I want you to be an rough rider.
/
"Curse you," he said, as he passed through the door;
honest man."
The only effect this speech seemed to have upon Frank "we will meet again very soon, and I promise I will yet
Casse was to make him, if possible, more angry than ever. have my revenge upon you!"
He bent over the old man, with a clinched fist swinging
menacingly in his uncle's face: and yelled: "You admit
CHAPTER XII.
that you have lied, do ' you? You would set me up in
THE OLD MAN'S STORY.
business, and ye~ you said a moment_ago that you had lost
your money. You have it still! .It is hidden somewhere
"Who are you, young man?;'
in this mountain! Shell out the secret, or, ·d--n you,
The question was asked py the old man shortly after
I'll--"
Casse, the outlaw leader, had passed through the door and
Frank Casse was trembling with passion. At that mo- disappeared along the passage wit1i'ut.
Ted did not hesitate to answer the question. Ire anment his hand shot out and grasped the old man by the
swered it willingly and readily, for he wanted to gain the
throat.
.
The outlaw's sentence was not finished, however, for confidence of the old man, who seemed to be persecuted by
as he made the grab at his uncle's throat, the young rough his wicked nephew.

I
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"I am Ted Strong. Perhaps you have heard of the well supplied with spending money. After he went into
young rough riders ?"
business "he seeme~ to prosper, and I thought he had
"Yes, I have heard of the young rough riders, but never sowed all his wild oats. He was finally elected an aldersupposed they visited this part of the country/' replied the man in the town in which he lived, and was much reold man.
spected.
"We have not been in Cal~fornia long. In fact, this is
"But one day he left his business and skipped out. He
our first trip to this part of the United States."
had become mixed up in a large bribery case. The facts
''You, then, are the leader of that remarkable company leaked out soon after his disappearance, but I suppose
of young men?" asked the old man.
that from that day to this nothing has been learned in that
city of his whereabouts.
"Yes."
"I am glad to meet you, for I have heard much about
"At the time of Frank's downfall, I was successfully
you through a friend who re,sided in Texas up to a few operati-µg some big mining interests in the West, and
months ago," continued the uncle of Frank Casse. "By Frank came to me. He stayed with me for several years,
the way, I made the first trip to a civilized town, after nine during which time, by robbing me and by his extravayears of almost total solitude here in the mountains, on gances, he almost ruined me financially. Finally, I started
to sink a shaft in this mountain, there being good indicapurpose to see that friend."
"Then you have been living here constantly?" asked tions of finding gold here. I was driven out because of
the mine continually flooding. You have probably discovFrank.
ered the natural elevator on the other side of the moun"Yes," replied the man.
tain?"
"Will you tell me your name?"
Ted nodded in assent.
"My name is John Casse," was the reply.
"After I had deserted the mine proposition," continued
"Mr. Casse, just before I entered this room I overheard
your nephew threatening to take your life unless you told the old man, "I accidentally discovered the passage leadhim the secret of where your wealth is ·stored. I know ing to the old crater and the labyrinth of passages leading
your nephew to be a desperate and heartless villain. I from there to different parts of the mountain.
"I was getting old and discouraged with life, and I dewant you to trust me, for I wish to protect you."
The old man was silent for a long time, and then he cided to settle down in these mountains and end my days
raised his head~ as if with sudden resolution, and r~plied: here in solitude, except for the occasional visits of frank, .
"Ted ~rong, I am a good judge of character. I would . my nephew. I first built a small cabin upon a ledge of the
not have needed to have heard of your good deeds from mountains, but deserted it later for some cave rooms along
others to be able to trust you. You are honest. I can another passage, which I will show you later.
"Frank was not here much of the time, and he did not
tell that by your frank countenance and the look in your
eyes. While I do not wish to bring harm to my nephew, learn about all the passages. I deemed it best not to .tell
him all the secrets of this mountain, for I learned to fear
I am really in fear of my life. I will tell you my story.
'
I
"I am a bachelor. Years ago my brother and I were my nephew and thought I might find it necessary to hide
rivals for the hand of the same girl. She married my from his wrath at some time.
"When I settled down here, I urned all my property
brother, and Frank Casse was their only child. When
Frank was fifteen years of age, my brother died, leaving into cash and brought it here with me, but three weeks
his widow in destitute circumstances. I asked her to ago, when I went to a town for the first time in nine years,
marry me and she refused. She also refused to allow I to?k my money with me and deposited most of it in a
me to furnish her with means for living well, , but she bank, for safe-keeping. I was afraid that Frank would
finally consented to allow me to educate the boy and force me to give it up to him, as he endeavored to do tosend him through college. When Frank was twenty-one day."
I furnished him a large sum of money and he went into
Ted was greatly interested 'in the old man's story, and
business in one of the most prosperous towns of the mid- when it was finished he told him about the experience himdle West.
self and Bud Morgan had had in the stone-walled room
"During his college career, Frank had led a wild life, back of the cabin on the ledge.
Ql'ld I foolishly had encouraged him in it by keeping him
"That room," said the old mani "I built secretlY. for the
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purpose of using to hide my gold, but at the last minute
a stream of water broke through one of the walls, which,
to save the cabin, I supplied with a large water pipe and
put in a shut-off up above the roof of the cabin. On investigating. I found that the water did not come from a
spring, but from a big, natural reservoir near the top of
the mountain."
Ted then asked: "Are you willing to guide my friends
and myself to where Frank Casse's men are located and
help us with information that will make it easy for us
to capture them without probable loss of life?"
The old man shook .his head slowly.
"No," he finally said; "I will not help you to run my
nephew or his friends to earth. Frank has done me many
wrongs, but I will not turn against him now. You will
have to find a way, yourself. For my part, I have decided
to leave the old mountain for good very soon."
Up to this time the old man still held the old horse
pistol in his hand, as if to delay the departure of the young
rough rider, should Ted attempt to leave the room, but
now he seemed to think that his nephew must be out of
immediate danger, and he threw the weapon into a corner.
"Mr. Casse, I hope you will change your mind on this
subject. We are bound to get your nephew, and, if possible, all his companions. You might simplify matters and
save lives, perhaps, if you could only see it that way. I am
going now to join my friends who are waitinS' for me,
but will return here in a few minutes."
Thus saying, Ted started back to 'fhere he had left the
rest of the young rough riders.
Telling them of what he had seen and learned, Ted led
them back to the room in which he had left the old man.
As he entered the room, Ted saw that the old man had
gone.

The roorri was empty, save for the pile of old

blankets, upon which John Casse had been sitting when
he talked to the young rough rider a few minutes before.
Ted gazed curiously about the room before his

eye~

saw

the blankets. Then he made a rush toward that corner.
A small piece of paper had been pinned to one of the
blankets, and upon it was written with a lead pencil the
following words:
"TED STRONG: One warning I must i;ive you. Do:i 't
go into the passage which has the white ceiiin:;. It would
JOHN CASSE."
mean almost certain death.

A

CHAPTER XIII.
COWARDLY ASSAULT.

Terl read the mysterious warning left by John Casse
through twice and then handed it to Bud Morgan.
The rest of the young rough rider.s gathered around
Morgan and read the message over his shoulder.
''Great colored lizards!" exclaimed Bud. "What do yer
s'pose ther old bloke means by this 'ere passage with ther
white ceilin' ?"
"Do you suppose that it is a bluff, Ted, to keep you
from entering some passage that may lead to the place
where Frank Casse has hidden?" asked Ben Tremont.
"As Shakespeare would say, 'Perhaps he hath a motive
quite concealed to scare us 'away from some particular part
of this rotten old mountain,' " said Bob Martin.
"Perhaps the old boy was handing you a pipe dream
about chasing his yellow boys into a money barn." said
O'Melia. "Like as not he has the dough planted somewhere in the mountain and is trying to push our rudder
over, so we won't accidentally drift up against his wealth."
"'vVe can only solve the question by investigation," replied Ted, "but if we happen to run across a passage with
a white ceiling, I think it will be very wise to proceed cautiously if we have occasion to enter' it."
The boys did not consume much time in speculation on
the subject, as they were anxious, now that Frank Casse
had discovered the presence of their young leader in the
mountain, to make a decided move ag~inst the outlaws before the bandits could make any arrangemen for defense or retreat.
They immediately proceeded to the place in the main
passage where they had waited for Ted while he vvas
talking with the old man, and from there they continued
their upward ,ascent toward the top of the mountain.
They had thus proceeded for several minutes when
they came to a place where the main passage seemed to
come to a sudden end, but branching from it were two
passages, leading off to the right and left, much like the
shape of the letter Y.
There was a brief consultation as to which passage
should be taken and Ted finally decided to take the one
toward the left first.
This passage was found to be very crooked, and did
not seem to lead to the mountain top. as they had hop.ed.
It ascended for a few rods and then took a direction
almost parallel to what they supposed was the line of the
mountain above.
Then, after perhaps a quarter of a mile, there was an
0
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abrupt turn in the passage and the young rough riders might possibly be waiting with revolver ready to fire upon
found themselves descending.
the party as soon as the light was made.
Ted called a halt and was about to suggest going back
Ted went down the passage, feeling his way along the
over their trail for the purpose of taking the other branch rough wall, until he .was certain the passage was clear
of the main passage, which led off to the right, when there except for himself and his companions, and then he gave
came. a piercing scream from somewhere below them.
an order to light up.
' candle burning, which had
Three times the scream was repeated, and then all
Kit Summers soon had the
was still again !
been put out by a sudden rush of air as they had rounded
It \\'aS a woman who had shtieked-a WOillarl who the corner and had first seen the outlaw and his victim.
seemed to have been frightened rather than hurt.
As soon as Ted looked upon the inanimate form upon
In a moment the young rough riders were hurrying the floor he recognized the man to be Frank Casse's olcl
'
along down the passage, resolved to learn the reason of uncle, J ol;m Casse.
the screams.
The mari had been hit upon the temple with S?me Hard,
They had not far to go, when they suddenly turned a blunt instrument-probably the butt of a revolver.
Besides this marks upon his throat showed that he had
square corner in the passage and found Frank C~sse, the
outlaw leader, standing over an inanimate form on the been choked, and marks on his face gave evidence of his
rocky floor of the cavern.
having been struck several hard blows, probably with his
He was going through the pockets of the dead or un- nephew's fist.
He was not dea~, but it was evident he had not long to
conscious man.
Directly behind the villain stood Casse's wife, still live.
dressed in the costume which she had worn to lure the
He came to consciousness while Ted was bending over
young rough rider and Bud Morgan to the mountain him trying ta force some brandy between his thin lips.
He seemed to recognize the young rough rider at once,
cabin.
It was the woman who had· screamed-probably ~hen for his lips moved as if he were trying to speak.
Then he made several motions which indic\ted that he
she had first seen her husband attack the man who now lay
wished to be raised up.
at his feet.
The woman had now evidently recovered from her first
Ted complied with his request.
fright, for she was holding a torch while her husband was
With great difficulty the old man, with Ted's assistance,
searching his victim's pockets.
,drew a narr.ow, flat book from an inner pocket. It proved
As the young rough riders suddenly appeared around to be, when opened, a check book on a well-known bank in
the corner the woman was the first to see them.
Los Angeles.
With a startled exclamation she said something to her
The old man motioned that he wished to write, and
infamous husband and threw the torch to the floor, stampTed handed him an indelilJle lead pencil.
mg upo!2. it to put out the blaze, leaving the cave in total
Slowly and apparently with great pain the old man
•
darkness.
filled out one of the blank checks and signed his name to
Her· quick-witted action probably saved the life of
it. Then the old man turned over several pages and upon
Frank Casse at that particular time, for several of the
another blank check wrote several words.
rough riders had drawn their weapons ·to fire upon him.
The last few words were written very ~lowly and with
In the darkness, however, they lost sight of the man
frequent
pauses, as if he could hardly summon enough
and refrained from firing at a word from Ted.
The young rough riders pushed, right on in the dark- strength to hold the pencil.
While writing the old man's body shook violently. He
ness until they came to the inanimate form upon the
dropped the pencil and leaned heavily back against Ted,
floor.
who
was supportir:g him.
As they had expected, they found that Casse and the
Just for an instant the old man raised his eyes and
woman had taken flight.
Ted would nnt allow any of his companions to strike a Iook~d at Ted...-an earnest, pleading expression upon his~
match until he was certain that the bandit and his wife face.
were nowhere in the passage, for he suspected that Casse

Then his thin hand suddenly clinched at his throat and
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he bent over with a choking cough. Blood beg an flowing
from his lips and a moment later he was dead.
Tenderly Ted laid the old man upon the floor and then
took the check book in his hands and turned to where the
. old man had filled out a check.
He gave a gasp of astonishment.
The check was for two hundred thousand dollars, and
was made out payable to the young rough rider.
He turned over several pages to the place where the old
man had written the last few words,, and this is what
he read:
"Invest half toward establishing home fqr wayward
boys and. divide rest among young rough ri--"
The old man had not succeeded in finishing the sentence, but his meaning was plain. He wished to donate
half his fortune in a charitable institution and the balance
he wanted Ted to divide among the members of his company of young rough riders. He had made no will, but
he had written a check for Ted to cash, and he trusted
the young rough rider to carry out his wishes.
With what Ted knew of the circumstances, it did not
require much deliberation to determine how the old man
had n;iet his death.
His neW"iew had killed him. Driven to desperation and
madness by hrs uncle's continued denial of having any
wealth hidden in the mountain, Frank Casse had probably grabbed the old man by the throat and choked him insensible, following this up by beating him in the face with
his fist and then hitting him over the head with his
clubbed revolver.
Frightened by the fury of her husband's ·assault,
Casse's wife had, perhaps almost unconsciously, at first
screamed, thus attracting the young rough riders to the
spot.
"Boys," said Ted Strong, after he had carefully placed
the check book in an inner pocket, "we must not rest
another minute until we have revenged the death of
this old man. Frank Casse must be captured. He
must not be allowed to escape from this mountain
alive."

CHAPTER XIV.
THE

BANDITS'

CAMP.

F ollowing their intrepid young !eager, the young
r0t·.gh riders hastened back along the passage they had
been following until they came once more to where the

main passage from the crater bed to the top of the mountain split and forked in two directions.
They then took the opposite fork to the one which they
had already explored to the place where they had found
the outlaw leader bending over the prostrate form of
John Casse.
This fork extended almost directly up to the top of
the mountain, and the young rough riders had not followed 'it for more than ten minutes when they saw an
opening above them and a spot of blue sky, which proclaimed that tbey were nearly to the top of the mountain.
A few seconds more and they approached the opening.
Crawling cautiously forward, Ted drew his head above
the passage and discovered that the passage was m the
center of a rocky plateau of about two acres in extent.
To the right, all along the mountain edge, arose rocky
peaks several hundred feet higher than the plateau.
Directly in front, the plateau extended to the very edge
of the mountain, while to the right the plateau was
bounded by a large reservoir or lake of water.
This lake covered about three acres in extent, and
Ted rightly guessed that it was from this reservoir that
the water had come which so nearly came to drowning
Bud Morgan and himself when they were imprisoned in
the stone-walled room in the mountain side back of the
little cabin.
Beyond the lake Ted could see a fringe of trees, and
beyond the trees rose the rocky peaks which bordered
the other side of the big mountain.
Rising lazily from the grove the young rough rider
saw several wreaths of white smoke, proclaiming that in
the grove were several camp fires.
Ted knew that he had located the camp of Casse's
followers .
On the opposite bank of the lake Ted could .see several rafts of logs tied close to the shore.
These, he surJ?11sed, were used by the bandits in crossing the lake. The bandits had camped upon the opposite shore of the lake, probably because there was no vegetation on this side, while upon the other there seemed
to be abundance of grass for their horses.
At first it appeared to the young rough rider that no
human being, besides his own companions, was in sight,
but as he drew himself out of the mouth of the rocky
passage and stood upon the floor of the plateau, he espied
the crown of a man 's hat just above a large bowlder a
short distance away.
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As his companions followed him to the plateau, Ted
noiselessly approached the big rock, and, with a sudden
spring, placed his hand upon the top of. it and bounded
over it.
He alighted right by the side of a very surprised
member of Frank Casse's band.
Before the ~an could recover from his astonishment,
Ted's strong fingers were at his throat.
It took the young rough rider but a minute to conquer
the man, and the bandit was soon bound and helpless.
As Ted arose to his feet, after bending over the prisoner to secure the knots in the thongs with which he h;id
bound the man's wrists, Ben Tremont uttered a sudden
exclamation :
"Here they come!"
Ted glanced quickly across the lake.
Four men were on one of the rafts and about to push
it into the lake by means of long poles.
The young rough riders were concealed from the sight
of the men on the raft, being behind the large bowlder.
"Don·t shoot at them," said Ted, "we want them to
land so that we can get possession of the raft. When
they have tied up the raft charge suddenly upon them."
Crouched behind the bowlder, the young rough riders
watched the men as 1they approached on the raft.
It took the four outlaws nearly ten minutes to cross
the lake, as they did not come directly, but hung close
to the shore all the way around to the ~ide on which Ted
Strong and his companions were awaiting them.
At last, however, they drew up nearly opposite the hiding place of the young rough riders, and one of the outlaws waded to shore and pulled the raft up close to the
bank by means of a stout rope, with which he then made
the raft secure by tying it to a piece of jutting rock.
Then the other three bandits jumped from the raft
to the rocky bank.
"Now is our time," said Ted, in a low voice.
Before the four outlaws suspected that their enemies
were near, the young rough riders had rushed upon them
with leveled weapons, while Ted Strong commanded:
"Hands up, quick!"
Three of the bandits at once complied with the order,
but the fourth seemed imbued with a determination
to fight.
Jle quickly snatched a revolver from his belt and leveled
it directly in the face of Kit Summers, his finger close to
the trigger.
The outlaw had shown wonderful skill in drawing his

~

-

revolver.
ness.

It had been done with lightning-like quick-

With a startled exclamation, Kit Summers, in dodging, fell headlong to the ground, just as the bandit's
finger pressed the trigger.
The bullet sped over Kit's prostrate form and went
singing dangerously near Ben Tremont's ear.
With a yell, the outlaw jumped toward Kit Summers'
form and held the weapon close to the fallen man's head.
He was intending to shoot again.
The barrel of his weapon was placed almost in Kit
Summers' ear, and had the trigger been pulled Kit's
brains would have been blown from his head.
But tqe man did not have tim- to fire, for Ted Strong
had him instantly covered.
As Ted pulled the trigger the bandit fell lifeless over
the body of Kit.
The bullet had taken him right back of the ear, and
he had been killed so quickly that not a groan passed his
lips when he fell.
In the meantime Bud Morgan and Bob Martin had secured the three other bandits.
"By George, that's what you might call a close shave,"
said Kit Summers, as he arose to his feet.
"You certainly did come close to getting a ticket good
for the long doze," said O'Melia.
"As Shakespeare would say, you came near going to
'that undiscovered country from whose bourne no traveler
ever comes sneaking back,' " put in Bob Martin.
"Weli, we have got four prisoners and have five less
bandits to cope with," replied Ted, "and that is worth
a little excitement, so long as. n.o one was really hurt."
"What is the next delicacy on the bill of fare?" asked
Frank O'Melia.
"I think we had better take possession of the raft and
sail across the lake,'' replied T ed. "There must be four
more of the bandits, besides Casse and his wife. Casse
may be over in the camp across the lake, or still in one
of the mountain passages. We will clean up over there,
anyway, first, and if we don't find him we will come back
and search every µassage in the mountain until we find
him."
"Good," exclaimed BLid Morgan, .,tarting toward the
raft.
At that moment the young rough riders were starHed
by a sudden sh ot frcm behind them.
A bullet whizzed past the head of Ted Strong, just

'

____

------'------ ----'---'-

-...-

-

-

-~

THE YOUNG ROUGH RIDERS WEEKLY.
barely burning his ear, and flattened itself against the
side of the big bowlder.
Ted turned quickly around, just in time to see the figure of the outlaw's wife entering the passage in the
mountain through which they had, a few minutes before,
gained the plateau.

CHAPTER XV.
QUICK WORK.

When Ted Strong saw the retreating form of Mamie,
the wife of Frank Casse, he rushed immediately to the
month of the passage leading down into the mountain.
He got to the passaget just in time to see the woman
disappear around a turn in: the passage.
His first inclination was to pursue her, b,ut, on second
thought, he desisted.
Ted wanted to make a clean sweep of the matter of
doing up the bandits. He already had four prisoners, and
he had every reason to believe that there were four more
bandits in the camp across the lake.
He decided to attend to the matter of capturing these
remaining followers of Frank Casse before re-entering
the mountain in search of the leader and his wife.
He accordingly directed that the original plan be carr ied out.
Frank O'Melia and Bob Martin were left to guard the
prisonets and watch the mouth of the passage for the reappearance of the woman or the chief of ,the bandits.
In a few moments, Ted, Bud, Kit and Ben were upon
the raft, wsing the poles to push it toward the fringe of
trees across the lake, where they knew the camp of the
outlaws was located.
Nothing of note marked their progress until they
were close to the opposite bank.
Then the bushes at the edge of the fringe of trees on
the shore for which ihey were headed suddenly parted
and three bandits stepped into view.
As they appeared in sight each of the outlaws held a
rifle, all ready for acti9n, at his shoulder.
"You have come far enough," one of the vi!lains announced. "We have you covered and intend to shoot you
down like dogs."
As he spoke the rifles were drawn closer to the shoulders of the outlaws, and Ted knew that the men were
only awaiting an order to shoot.
Quietly Ted gav7 a low order to his . companions:
"Jump into the water!"

,

..

#

The four rough riders dropped their long poles and
sprang into the waters of the lake.
At the same nwment that they jumped the three rifles
in the hands of the outlaws were discharged.
The sudden action of the rough riders, however, had
disconcerted the aims of the bandits and onl~ one of their
bullets took any effect at all.
One of the leaden messengers hit Ben Tremont in the
fleshy part of his right forearm, but it did not discommode the young giant until later. In fact, Ben did not
realize that he had been touched by the bullet until he
haq climbed out of the water and saw a few drops of
blood upon his sleeve.
As soon as Ted Stro~g and his companions sti;uck the
water they dived deep below the surface.
The thought flashed through the mind of Ted Strong
as he dived that the drenching would render the weapons
of his party useless, and he knew that they would have to
use great caution in attacking their armed foes.
Ted calculated to rise from the water as close to the raft
as possible, and it happened that the same idea had ocunder several seconds longer than his companion.
As Ted arose at the rear end of the raft he found himself ~ight by the side of Bud Morgan, and a second later
Kit Summers came to the surface ne4 to Bud.
The h~ads of the three rough ride~~ere hidden from
the bandits on the shore by the ends of the logs which
composed the raft, but, through the chinks, Ted could see
their enemies upon the bank.
At an order from Ted, Morgan and Summers worked
their way around to the side of the raft opposite to that
of the · outlaws and then made slowly toward the shore,
Ted closely following them.
Ted could see that the bandits were still ,s tanding where
they had first appeared to view, and that, with their rifles
grasped for instant use, they were scanning the surface
of the lake for the reappearanc~ of their enemies.
As Ted, Bud and Kit drew in close to the shore and
were within a couple of rods of the bandits, he rifles of
the three outlaws were suddenly raised and they all sho)
at once.
Ben Tremont, when he had dived, had miscalculated
the position of the raft. He had taken a long breath before he went under the surface of the wat~r and stayed
under several seconds longer tiian his comp·mions.
When he finally came to the su_rface he found himself
several rods from the raft and quite a distance out in the
lake.
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His eyes were turned directly toward the shore, and
he saw at once that he had been sighted by the bandits,
for they had raised their weapons and tile barrels were
pointed directly toward him.
Taking a quick breath, Ben dived agam just as the
three bandits pressed their triggers.
He escaped the bullets, but by a very narrow margin.
When the reports of the three rifles rang out, almost
simultaneously, Ted whispered to his companions: "Now
is our only time. Be quick !"
Before the three men had time to operate the magazines of their rifles they found three of the young rough
riders bearing down upon them.
Ted reached the foremost villain before the bandit
could reverse his weapon for a club, and received a smash
in the face from the young rough rider's fist that laid him
on his back.
Ted snatched the fallen man's rifle, and, swinging it by
the barrel about his head, threw it with all his might at
the head of the second bandit.
The weapon landed square across the face of the villain, and the man staggered back, with a groan of pain,
dropping his own weapon to the ground.
Kit Summers had not been so fortunate, for, as he
sprang toward the third outlaw, he had received a severe blow on the shoulder from the bandit's clubbed rifle.
Kit staggered back just as Bud Morgan picked up the
rifle that the second outlaw had dropped.
Kit's antagonist was about to follow up his advantage
when he was suddenly felled by Bud Morgan.
In the meantime Ted had started to follow up his punishment of the second outlaw, when the bandit who had
been knocked . into the bushes by Ted's fist arose to his
feet and started toward the young rough rider with a
gleaming knife in his hand.
A cry from Kit warned Ted, and the young rough
rider turned just in time to avoid being stabbed.
Bud Morgan then rushed to his assistance and hit the
villain such a rap over the head with the clubbed · rifle
that the man dropped in his tracks insensible.
The second bandit, seeing two of his companions insensible, now took to the woods at full speed, and Ted
sprang after him.
Through the fringe of trees and rank grass ran the
outlaw, with Ted close in pursuit.
Kit and Bud quickly bound the two insensible prisoners, and were about to follow their young leader when
Ben Tremont crawled out of the lake and approached.
Seeing bloqd upon Ben's arm, Kit paused to see if he
could aid Tremont, while Morgan ran after Ted.
Ben's wound proved to be trivial, and the blood was
easily checked by binding a handkerchief around the arm.
The outlaw whom Ted was pursuing ran directly
toward the camp, but when the first camp fire was
reached Ted had gained on the man.

•

Seeing that he would soon be captured if he continucu
his 'flight, the villain stopped before the fire and snatched
from the flarr{es the protruding end of a long resinous
limb from a spruce tree.
The opposite end of the limb was all ablaze.
Swinging the burning brand about his head, the villain succeeded for a minute in keeping Ted away from
him. Then, as the outlaw saw Bud Morgan break
through the line of trees, he gave a yell and threw the
flaming limb directly in the face of the young rough rider.
Had Ted not been closely watching the actions of the
bandit, he might have received serious injuries. As it
was, he quickly dodged as the brand flew through the
air and escaped with a few slight burns on his hands.
As quick as the burning limb fell to the ground Ted
jumped forward again, and, as the bandit turned to flee,
the villain's foot caught in some of the branches upon the
fire.
He tripped, and, with a yell of dismay, fell right across
the fire.
Ted hurried forward, and, catching the bandit by the
heel, jerked him from the flames. The man's garments
had caught fire, but the flames were smothered before the
villain had been seriously burned.
A moment later the man was securely bound, as his
companions had been a few moments before.
Ted was certain that there was one remaining member
of Casse's band, but a search of the outlaws' camp failed
to show his whereabouts.
On questioning the prisoner, however, Ted learned that
one of the bandits had died since reaching the mountain because of the injuries received by a fall from one of
the rocky peaks.
Ted did not doubt the story, and was now satisfied that
he had all of Casse's living followers securely bound.
The remaining work of the young rough riders was
the capture of the leader of the band and his dangerously clever wife.
Placing their prisoners upon the raft, the four rough
riders proceecfed back across the lake to· the place where
they had left Bob Martin and Frank O'Melia guarding
the other three prisoners and the mouth of the passage
which led down into the mountain.
Just as they approached the bank of the Jake, Ted and
his companions heard several quick shots from behind
·
the big bowlder.
Leaving Ben Tremont and Kit Summers to tie the
raft and remove the prisoners to the rocky plateau, Ted
and Bud jumped to the shore and rnade a dash toward
the rock.
0

CHAPTER XVI.
CASSE'S DESPERATE

PLAY.

As Ted rounded the rock, after hearing the shots, he
found Frank O'Melia with a smoking revolver in his

•
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hand, facing the spot where the rocky passage came to
the surface.
Beside Frank, at f,ull length upon the ground, stretched
the inanimate body of Bob Martin.
"What happened , Frank?" asked Ted.
"Frank Casse showed his head above the passage and
fired at us," was the reply. "The bullet hit Bob, and he
fell like a bag of sand."
"Then you fired ?"
"Yes."
"Did you hit the villain?"
"I don't know."
Ted sprang toward the passage and saw below the
outlaw and his wife talking together. The woman had
hold of her husband's sleeve and seemed to be urging
him not to proceed up the passage.
As Ted's form blocked the light in the passage Casse
gazed quickly up and then turned and vanished beyond
, the turn in the passage, his wife following him.
Ted turned and picked up the revolver lying by the
side of Bob Martin's body and quickly descended the
passage, followed by Bud Morgan, who had borrowed
O'Melia's weapon.
When Ted came to the turn in the cavern he saw the
outlaw quite a distance ahead, descending the passage
with all possible haste.
Casse lighted a torch, and TeCI had little difficulty in
following him. ,
When Ted had determined that he was slowly gaining
on the retreating outlaw, Casse suddenly stopped and
began working a knob on a door leading to a branch
passage.
For some reason the door would not open readily, and
Ted took advantage of the delay to double 'his exertions
to catch up with the bandit.
As Ted drew up within a few yards of Casse, the outlaw suddenly gave up tugging at the door and faced his
enemy.
As the outlaw's hand shot up with a revolver leveled
at Ted the young rough rider drew his own weapon to
the level.
Casse's trigger clicked, but the cartridge did not explode.
At the moment Ted pulled his trigger he stumbled on
a loose stone and the bullet flew wide of the mark.
Throwing his revolver far down the passage, Casse
hurled his lighted tof"ch toward his pursuers and darted
into the open door of a passage opposite the one he had
been trying to enter, shouting as he disappeared from
view:
"Follow me in here if you dare!"
The outlaw's wife, her face seemingly chalk-white with
fear, followed her husband.
When Ted and Bud came opposite the passage entered

.

by the outlaw and his faithful wife they .saw the passage
was entirely dark.
.
Their eyes could not penetrate more than a rod or
two, and they saw that Casse had refrained from taking
a light with him.
Bud Morgan stepped several yards into the passage
and struck a match.
As the tiny flame for a moment lighted up the walls,
Ted gave a sudden exclamation of alarm:
"The passage with the white ceiling!"
Sure enough. In the flickering light of the burning
match the ceiling of the passage seemed to be composed
of chalk.
"Limestone," muttered Bud.
"Yes," returned Ted, "or white granite."
"This must be ther passage ther old man warned yer
about, Ted," said Bud Morgan.
"I think !>o."
"Well, what will we do? We ain't goin' ter let ther
villain get away from us, be we?" asked Bud.
Before Ted could answer there came a voice out of
·the gloom beyond them.
It was the voice of Frank Casse, and these were the
words:
"Ted Strong, you have got me on the hip, but you
shall never capture me alive. I have sworn it time and
again. No man shall take me a prisoner. You have
me cornered, but you dare not follow me in here. There
is coal in tlie wa lls of this passage. This passage leads
right under the big reservoir. The moment you pursue
me in here I will light a match."
",W hat a terrible threat;" exclaimed Bud Morgan.
"Say, Ted, ther feller says if yer chase him he will light
a match."
"Hush," commanded the young rough rider. Ted was
interested in what the outlaw was saying, for he knew
Casse was no man to jest, particularly under the present
circumstances. Casse continued :
"I say if you pursue me I will light a match. Further
along this passage is filled with methane or fire damp. A
lighted match will explode it instantly and set the whole
passage on fire. It will blow a hole through the bottom
of the big lake and flood every passage in th e mountain."
"You dare not take the chance," exclaimed T ed. "It
would mean instant death to yourself and your wife."
"I am a desperate man, Ted Strong, and I mean what
I say."
Ted understood now the meaning of the old man's
warning concerning the passage with the white ceiling.
Methane, or fire damp, as it is called by miners, is a
gas fo rmed in mines-coal mines principally-from the
decay of vegetable matte\ -~ombined with certain other
conditions.
The gas has no color, taste nor odor. Mixed with air,
it e:x;plodes violently when i~nited, and the explosion pro-
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duces a gas equally dangerous, known as carbon dioxide,
or "choke damp." T his gas, when inhaled, will almost
instantly suffocate a human being.
When there is a large amount of fir e damp, as was
probably the case in the passage in which the outlaw and
his ·wife had taken refug e, the explosion would probably
be terrific.
Nevertheless, Ted did not more than half believe that
the outlaw would have the nerve to make the desperate
play he had threatened.
With a low word to Bud, Ted sprang forward down
the passage, with the hope of reaching the outlaw before
he could put his threat into execution.
Ted was not quick enough, however, for as he sprang
forward he heard the scratching of a match.
Ted paus~ . The match did not at first ignite.
Then the noise was repeated , and as Ted saw the
first evidence of a flame he turned and fl ed fo r his life.
Casse had carried out hi s threat.
There was the sound of a terrible explosion. The whole
mountain seemed to tremble.
Then before the eyes of the young rough rider came
the sight of a great mass of flame. The whole passage
seemed on fire.
Then Ted knew no more.

CHAPTER XVII.
CONCLUSION.

Bud Morgan was several steps behind his young friend
when the explosion took place. The older. man was
nearly taken off hi ~ feet by the sudden rush of air, but he
managed to reach Ted just as the young rough rider fell.
Grasping the young man by the shoulders, Bud dragged
him the few feet out of the passage to the main tunnel
and a few yards up that passage toward the top of the
· mountain.
He had hardly accomplished this feat when from the
burning passage came a fearful roar, and a great volume
of water gushed out and went roaring down the passage
they were in toward the bottom of the mountain.
With the first rush of waters Bud Morgan caught a
glimpse of two tossing human bodies, the corpses of
Frank Casse and his wife.
The career of the desperate bandit chief had ended for
-all time.
In a short time Morgan succeeded in bringing Ted
back to consciousness, and as the young rough rider sat
up he toid h\m of what had taken place.
The rushing waters soon put out the fire in the passage,
but it was several hours before the water hacl been drained
entirely out of the big reservoir, so that the young rough
riders could descend the mountain passage.
It was found that Bob Martin had not been killed. The
bullet from Casse's revolver had just grazed his temple,
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rendering him unconscious. In half an hciur he h.ftd recovered.
The horses and other accouterments of the bandits
were brought to the passage and taken below with the
party of young rough riders and their prisoners.
A rriving at the bed of the old crater, the young rough
riders found that the water from the reservoir had found
its level and that only about a foot of it covered the bed
of the crater.
Before making their way to the natural elevator, the
party made a search for the bodies of old John Casse,
Frank Casse and the woman.
They found J olm Casse's body several rods from where
it had been left by them, and they took it to the crater,
preparatory to removal to the outside of the mountain.
Later the terribly mangled bodies of Frank Casse and
his wife were found in one corner of the crater bed.
The young rough riders had a long wait then for the
rising of the natural elevator, but at length they found
themselves in the old mine shaft, with all their belongings,
the three dead bodies and their prisoners.
As T ed advanced from the shaft he was suddenly
greeted by a familiar voice :
"Hello, Ted!"
"Leo Morrissey!"
"Yes, it is me," responded Morrissey. "We had an
awful time following your trail, and just arrived here
a short time ago."
·
Morrissey was accompanied by several armed men, including the sheriff of Gallego, from whose jail the bandits had escaped.
T ed turned the prisoners immediately over to the
sheriff.
After the remains of the dead were buried Ted told
Morrissey and his companions of the adventures of the
young rough riders in the mountain, of the way himself
and Bud Morgan had been trapped and the other incidents, up to the outlaw chief's desperate play in igniting
the fire damp.
Then Morrisey's party rode away toward Gallego with
the prisoners, while Ted and his party struck a trail
leading toward Los Angeles.
Ted's first business on reaching that beautiful California town was the cashing of the old miner's check.
John Casse's directions regarding the expenditure of
the money were faithfully carrie<;l out, and when the
young rough riders had attended to these details they
ooce more continued their pleasure trip.
THE END.

Next week's issue (No. 54) will contain "The You~
Rough Riders' Still H unt; or, The Mystery of Deac
Man's Pass." In this exciting story you will learn bow
this dreaded desperado, formerly captured, escaped , and
how Black Bess played a wonderful p:i.rt in consi~n ing
him to his doom.
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4- Ted Strong's Stratagem ; or, Saving a Boy's
Honor.
5-Ted Strong's Ride for Life ; or, Caught in the
Circle.
6-T ed Strong on the Trail ; or, The Cattle Men
of Salt Licks.
7-Ted Strong in Montana; or, Trouble at the
Blackfoot Agency.
8--Ted Strong's Nerve ; or, Wild West Sport at
Black Mountain.
sr-Ted Strong's R ival ; or, The Cowboys of
Sunset Ranch.
10-Ted Strong's Peril ; or, Saved by a Girl.
11- Ted Strong's Gold Mine; or, The Duel at
Rocky Ford.
12-Ted Strong's Lawsuit ; or, Right Against
Might.
13-Ted Strong's Railway Trip ; or, An Unsolved
Mystery.
14-Ted Strong's Mission ; or, Taming a Tenderfoot.
15-Ted Strong's Might ; or, The Cross Against
the Sword.
16-T ed Strong's Puzzle; or, The Golden Mesa.
'I 17- Ted Strong in the Chaparral ; or, The Hunt
at Las Animas.
18--T ed Strong's F orethought ; or, King of the
Mesa.
1sr-Ted Strong in the Land of Little Rain ; or,
Bud Morgan's Vengeance.
20-T ed Strong's Water Sign; or, In Shoshone
Land.
21-Ted Strong's Steadiness; or, T he Cattle
Rustlers of Ceriso.
22- Ted Strong's Land Boom ; or, The Rush for
a Homestead.
23-T ed Strong's Indian T rap; or, M atching
Craft with Craft.
24-Ted Strong's Signal ; or, Racing with Death.
25-Ted Strong's Stamp Mill ; or, The Woman
in Black.
26-T ed Strong's Recruit ; or, A H idden Foe.
27-Ted Strong's Discovery; or, The Rival
Miners.
28--Ted Strong's Chase; or, The Young Rough
Riders on the Trail.
2sr-Ted Strong's E nemy ; or, An U ninvited
Guest.

30-Ted Strong's Triumph ; or, The E nd of the
Contest.
31-Ted Strong in . Nebraska ; or, The Trail to
Fremont.
32-Ted Strong in Kansas City; or, The Last of
the Herd.
33-The Rough Riders in Missouri ; or, In the
H ands of His Enemy.
34-The Young Rough Riders in St. Louis; or,
The League of the Camorra.
35-The Young Rough Riders in Indiana ; or ,
The Vengeance of the CamoHa.
36-The Young Rough Riders in Chicago ; or,
Bud Morgan's Day Off.
37- The Young Rough Riders in Kansas ; or,
The Trail of the Outlaw.
1 Rough Riders in the R ockies; or,
38-The Young
Fighting in Mid Air.
3sr-The Young Rough Rider's Foray; or, The
Mad Horse of Raven Hill.
40-The Young Rough R ider's Fight to the
Death; or, The Mad Hermit of Bear's
Hole.
41-The Young Rough Rider's Indian Trail ; or,
Okanaga, the Cheyenne.
42- The Young Rough Rider's Double ; or, U nmasking a Sham.
43-The Young Rough Rider's Vendetta ; or, The
House of the Sorceress.
44-T ed Strong in Olci Mexico; or, T he Haunted
Hacienda.
45- The Young Rough Rider in California ; or ,
1
The Owls of San Pablo.
46-The Young Rough Rider's Silver Min_e; or,
The Texas Giant.
47-The Young Rough Rider's Wildest Ride ; or,
Cleaning Out a . Whole T own.
48--The Young R ough Rider's Gi rl Guide ; or,
The Maid of the Mountains.
4sr-The Young Rough R ider 's H andicap ; or,
Fighting the Mormon Kidnapers.
50-The Young Rough Rider's Daring Climb;
or, The Treasure of Copper Crag .
51-The Young Rough Rider's Bitterest Foe ; or,
The Challenge of Capt. Nemo.
52-T he Young Rough Rider's Great Play; or,
The Mad Ally of a Villain.
53-The Young Rough Rider Trapped ; or, A
Villain's Desperate Play.
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MOST UNBQU£ AND FASCINATING TALES Of W£ST£RN ROMANCE
397-Diamond Dick, Jr.'s, Stratagem; or, Ferreting Out the Land Thieves.
398--Diamond Dick, Jr., Deceived; or, Gentleman Joe's Sister.
3951-Diamond Dick, J r.'s, Queerest Case; or,
The Lions of Lodestone.
400-Diamond Dick, Jr.'s, Closest Call; or, The
Strike at the Anaconda.
401-Diamond Dick, J r.'s, Abduction; or, The
Mix-Up at Peaceful Pocket.
402-Diamond Dick, Jr., in the Ozark Hills; or,
The Vendetta of Death.
403-Diamond Dick, Jr., and the · Moonshiners;
or, The Pirates of Big Stone Bend.
404-Diamond Dick, Jr., in Arlfansas; or, Fighting the Flatboatmen.
405-Diamond Dick, J r.'s, Clean Score; or, Beating the Nabob of Buckskin Bar.
4o6-Diamond Dick, Jr., and the Wreckers; or,
The New Recruit from Call-Down.
407-Diamond Dick, Jr., and the River Thieves;
or, The House-Boat Mystery.
408--Diamond Dick, Jr., and the Showman; or,
Handsome Harry's Circus.
409-Diamond Dick, Jr., and the Haunted
House; or, The Ghosts of Quivaro.
410-Diamond Dick, Jr.'s, Long Shot; or, A Misplay at Tonto Pass .
4u-Diamond Dick, Jr., and the Circus Sharps;
or, Crooked Work at Flushville.
412-Diamond Dick's Black Flyer; or, The Raid
of the Tickabo Terrors. _
413-Diamond Dick's Treasure Train; or, Run
Down on the Trestle.
414-Diamond Dick, J r.'s, Night Ride; or, The
Fight for the "Way-up-in-G" Mine.
415-Diamond Dick's Signal; or, The Sympathy
Strike at Skiplap.
416-Diamond Dick and the Sandbaggers; or,
Queer Work in the Private Car.
417-Diamond Dick, Jr.'s, Dutch Mascot; or,
Wet Goods at Tickabo.
418-Diamond Dick, Jr., and the Serpent Queen;
· or, The Secret of the Peso-la-ki.

4151-Diamond Dick's Specter; or, The Phantom
that Won Out.
420-Diamond Dick's Pay Car; or, Foiling the
Hatch~t-Boys.

421-Diamond Dick in Grubstake; or, How the
Trappers Were Trapped.
422-Diamond Dick and the Bond Thieves; or,
Handsome Harry's Barrel of Trouble.
423-Diamond Dick, J r.'s, Mid-Air Battle; O't't
The Death , Trail of Lightning-thatStrikes.
··
424-Diamond Dick, Jr., and the Black-Hands;
or, On the Trail of the Freebooters.
425-Diamond Dick's Lone Hand; or, A Game
of Tag at the Tin Cup Ranch.
426-Diamond Dick, Jr., and the "Knock Down"
Men; or, A Mix-Up at Forty Miles an
Hour.
427-Diamond Dick, Jr.'s, Switch-off; or, A
Close Shave at Razor Gap.
428-Diamond Dick's Christmas Gift; or, A F ull
House at Pocomo.
4251-Diamond Dick Among the Mail Bags; or,
A Round with the Postal Grafters.
430-Handsome Harry's Hard Fight; or, The
Queer Mystery of the Five Ace Gang.
431-Handsome Harry on the Wolf's Trail; or,
The Train Robber's Ambush.
432-Handsome Harry's Strangle Hold; or, The
Pretty Demon of th'e Rockies.
433-Handsome Harry's Quickest Shot; or,
Drawinz the Sting from _a ~ila.
434-Handsome Harry's Trump Card; or, The
Bad Man from Texas.
435-Handsome Harry's Lightning Stroke; or,
The Mutineers of Misery Gulch.
436-Handsome Harry's Fierce Game; or, The
Moonshiner's Oath.
437-Handsome Harry in Chinatown; or, The
Highbinders' Crimson Compact. .
438--Handsome Harry in the Bad Lands; or, A
Figl1t for Life in the Bandit Belt.
4351-Diamond Dick, J r.'s, Ccistle in the Air; or,
The Deadly Duel with Riatas.
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161-Buffalo Bill's Blockhouse; or, Old Nick
Wharton's Strategy.
162-Buffalo Bill's Canyon Cache; or, The
Beauty from Butte.
163-Buffalo Bill and the Great Sunstone; or,
The Trick that Trapped the Duke of
the Dagger.
, ,I 164-Buffalo Bill's Wildest Ride; or, The Mon1'
ster Serpent of the Bad Lands' Lake.
165-Buffalo Bill and the Greengoods' Cabal; or,
The Woman with the Manacled Arm.
166-Buffalo Bill's Lightning Shot; or, The Red
Gulch Rescue.
167-Buffalo Bill's Bandit Friend; or, The Mystery of the Black Riders.
168-Buffalo Bill at Bay; or, The Claim Jumper
of Silver Gulch.
16<r-Buffalo Bill's Dark Drive; or, Manton, the
Mountain Mystery.
170-Buffalo Bill's Fair, Square Deal; or, The
Duke of the Dagger's Dead Lock.
171-Buffalo Bill's Bold Brigade; or, Injun Joe's
Burrow.
172-Buffalo Bill on a Hunt for Gold; or, The
Lost Mine of the Cimarrons.
173-Buffalo Bill's Ride for Life; or, Fighting
the Border Cattle Thieves.
174-Buffalo Bill's Double; or, The Mephisto of
the Prairie.
175-Buffalo Bill and the Claim Jumpers; or,
The Mystery of Hellg,a te Mine.
176-Buffalo Bill's Strategy; or, The Queen of
the Crater Cave.
177-Buffalo Bill in Morenci; or, The Cat of the
Copper Crag.
178-Buffalo Bill's Dead Drop; or, The GhostScout of Colorado.
I7<r-Buffalo Bill's Texan Hazard; or, The War
Trail of the Apaches.
;_ 18o-Buffalo Bill's Blindfold Duel; or, The
Death Feud in Arizona.
;·, 181-Buffalo Bill's Mexican Feud; or, The Bandits of Sonora.
~- 182-l3uffalo Bill's Still Hunt; or, The Masked
Men of Santa Fe.
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183-Buffalo Bill's Fiercest Fight; or, The Captive of the Apaches.
184-Buffalo Bill's Navajo Ally; or, The War
with the Cave Dwellers.
185-Buffalo Bill 's Best Shot ; or, Saving Uncle
Sam's Troopers.
186-Buffalo Bill's Girl Pard; or, The Mystery
of the Blindfold Oub.
187-Buffalo Bill's Eagle Eye; or, The Battle of
the Staked P lains.
188-Buffalo Bill's A rizona Alliance ; or, Navajos Against Apaches.
18<r-Buffalo Bill's Mexican Adventure; or, The
White Indians of Yucatan.
190-Buffalo Bill After the Bandits; or, Chasing
the Wyoming Bank Robbers.
191-Buffalo Bill's Red Trailer; or, The Hole-inthe-Wall Outlaws of Wyoming.
192-Buffalo Bill in the Hole-in-the-Wall ; or,
F ighting the Wyoming Bank Robbers.
193-Buffalo Bill and the Bandit in Armor; or,
The Mysterious Horseman of the Mountains.
194-Buffalo Bill and the Masked Mystery; or,
The Wild Riders of the Wilderness.
195-Buffalo Bill in the Valley of Death; or, The
Masked Brotherhood.
1¢--Buffalo Bill in the Land of Fire; or, Nick
Nomad, the Mountain Wanderer.
197-Buffalo Bill in the Den of Snakes; or, The
Search for a Ton of Gold.
198-Buffalo Bill's Nebraskan Quest; or, The
Secret Brotherhood of the Platte.
1951-Buffalo Bill and the Hounds of the Hills;
or. The Traitor Trooper.
200-Buffalo Bill's Young Partner; or, The Outlaw Queen's Cipher Message.
201-Buffalo Bill's Great Search; or, Bagging
Bad Birds in Wyoming.
202-Buffalo Bill and the Boy in Blue; or, The
Ghost Dancers of the Bad Lands.
203-Buffalo Bill's Long C:hase; or, Nervy
Frank's Leap for Life.
204-Buffalo Bill's Mine Mystery; or, Conquering the Brotherhood of the Crimson
Cross.
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TIP TOP ALBUM
Containi ng Water Color Reproductions, together with
C haracter Sketches of the Following Character s 1

FRANK MERRIWELL, DI CK MERRIW ELL, BRAD
BUCKHART, JOE CROWFOOT AND CAP 'N WILEY
These reproductions are from water color paintings. They are detachable and can be taken out of the book and framed. The character
sketches were written by Mr. Standish himself and give a true outline
of each character. Every Tip Top reader should have a set of these
pictures,. together with a copy of the beautiful album they come
in.
Wi ll be sent postpaid on receipt of 15 cents.
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T HESE are the first
a u t hen ti c pictures ever published
of Frank Merriwe ll
and his friend s.
They are suitable for
framing. The edition
is limited, and you
should get your order
in soon. ·

